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THE BLACK KNIGHT 



CHAPTER I 

A BABY at one end of the long emigrant coach woke 
with a screech out of sleep, rousing an infant at the 
other end who answered it with a shrill whoop. The 
weary passengers stirred, the women sighing, the men 
cursing aloud. This wailed duet had rung in their ears, 
almost without intermission, for the last fifty hours. 

A deep voice boomed — " Aw, for God's sake, muzzle 
'em ! " Another shouted for the conductor to put the 
disturbers off the train. Some Nova Scotian harvesters 
struck up " Turkey in the Straw " on an accordion in a 
fruitless attempt to drown the cries. 

The red-headed man who sat opposite Michael Thorley 
spat adroitly between his feet and addressed him for the 
first time. 

" Say, don't they beat hell, them kids, don't they now? 
One continuous holler all the way from Winnipeg. They 
talk about kids being delicate but I reckon they're just 
the toughest critters on record. For how long do you 
suppose you, a grown man, could shout without yer 
throat givin' in? Not more than an hour, I betcher. If 
I had Idds Fd strap 'em to kennels and keep 'em in the 
yard to scare coyotes; they can out-bark any dawg I 
ever heard — -God rot 'em ! " 

He spat again and rising lounged away up the gang- 
way. A small boy, dressed in blue nankin overalls and 
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8 THE BLACK KNIGHT 

a man's discarded jacket slid into his vacated seat and 
regarded Michael Thorley with large solemn eyes. 

" You're from the Old Country? " he remarked after 
some minutes' scrutiny. 

Thorley nodded and asked him how he had guessed it. 

" Your clothes is so funny," said the boy and Thorley 
smiled, wondering what Savile Row would say to this 
critic of their art. 

"Was the ocean rough when yoii corned over?" the 
boy inquired. 

Thorley told him it had not been. 

" It can be, though," said the boy. " I ain't never been 
there myself but my Pop has, down at St. John's, New 
Brunswick, and my Pop says when it's rough the waves 
jump as high as — as — " he pointed out of the window 
to a coppice the train was passing, " as high as that bluff 
there — an' higher. Pretty nigh scare the daylights outer 
you, wouldn't it? to see them waves running loco like 
that — all the same I'd like to be a sailor and travel 
foreign." 

" Well, why don't you go and be one? " said Thorley. 

The boy shook his head. " Gotter stay and cook for 
Pop, I guess," he said' sadly. " He's a cracker-jack with 
stock and wheat but indoors he isn't any more use than 
a blind kitten." 

" Hslven't you got a mother — or somebody? " Thorley 
asked. 

The boy nodded. "Yes, .but Ma's lu-natical. She 
lives in the Bug-house at Brandon. Pop and me has 
been down visitin' her now. She don't seem so bad when 
she's down there, but directly she comes home she goes 
batty in the attic again. She gets the notion there's 
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THE BLACK KNIGHT 9 

people all round her and you can hear her talkm' and 
laughin' to 'em/' He chuckled. "Funny, isn't it? 'Cos 
of course there ain't nobody there at all. We haven't 
got a neighbor within twenty miles — ^and he's only a 
Dutchie." 

" Very amusing/' Thorley agreed. " And so you and 
your Pop are going back home now ? " 

"Yah, for the harvestin'. We get off the train at 
midnight. I guess I'll have to take a crowbar to shift 
Pop, he's soused to the back teeth." 

"Soused?" 

"Drunk, then, bit off more rye whisky than he can 
chew. Say, but you're green alright,. aren't you?" 

Thorley laughed. " Rather— but I'll ripen I expect." 

The boy considered him carefully. " Yeh, I guess you 
will, you'll have ter. Where are you goin' to? " 

" Place called Wolfwillows--know it? " 

The boy shook his head. " Nope, not me. Got a job 
there?" 

Thorley had not. 

"Whatcher goin' there for, then?" his inquisitor 
demanded. 

Thorley shrugged. " Fate. Had to go somewhere and 
didn't know where so I left it to Fate. Went to the 
booking-office in Montreal, asked them what names 
they'd got, shuffled a selection in my hat and drew out 
Wolf willows. Fate you see. What does it matter any- 
how, this is the Land of Promise, isn't it? and there's 
work for all and opportunities for everybody?" 

" I think you oughter of got off at Brandon and gone 
into the Bug-house with my Ma," said the boy scorn- 
fully, " pickin' names out of a hat and all ! Still I expect 
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10 THE BLACK KNIGHT 

even a loony like you'll get work somewhere. Most 
folks is short-handed at this time of the year/' 

He wriggled off the seat to his feet. " Well, I must 
be hikin' back to Pop, I s'pose; he's liable to wake up 
an)^ime and bash the ticket-puncher if I ain't around* 
So long!" 

He clumped a few steps down the corridor, then turned 
about. "Say, greenhorn," he piped, "when they see 
you're just out from the Old Country and don't know 
nothin' they'll aim to get you to work for your keep. 
But nix on it, see? Forty dollars per for yours durin' 
harvestin'. Get me? So long! " 

He flapped an overflowing coat-sleeve in farewell and 
clumped away up the train. The babies were still squall- 
ing. One worn mother, her soiled blouse unhooked down 
the back, her hair fallen about her face in damp rats- 
tails, was patrolling the gangway, jerking her vociferous 
offspring in her arms and endeavoring to croon it to 
sleep with a lullaby that was quite inaudible above the 
clatter of the wheels. Across the carriage a family of 
German settlers were having supper; drinking, with noisy 
gurglings, from the neck of a common bottle and litter- 
ing the floor with bread crumbs, sausage shavings and 
scraps of greasy paper. 

The accordion player, realizing the hopelessness of his 
noise-war on the babies had waxed sentimental and was 
squeezing " Silver threads amongst the gold " out of his 
instrument; his comrades, grouped about him, wailing 
in unmelodious accompaniment. The "train butcher" 
shuffled through the coach bawling his wares. " Pea- 
nuts, chewin' gum, choc'lates, 'baccy, magazines, playin' 
ky-ards!" Some dirty children, playing hide-and-seek 
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THE BLACK KNIGHT 11 

round the seats, buzzed about Thorley like a swann of 
bees. He shook them off his knees and went out to the 
rear platform to get some fresh air. 

The sun was down but the cloudless western sky was 
still glowing with delicate rose and saffron which tinted 
the engines' great banner of steam and reflected on the 
carriage windows so that the train seemed all ablaze 
within. There were half a dozen passengers on the rear 
platform, a quartet of harvesters filling up one comer. 
They were passing a flat hip-flask to and fro, talking and 
laughing loudly. Aft undersized man in his shirt sleeves 
Icfaned over the rail, staring into the darkling east. He 
had a pale, hollow face, smudgy with two days' bristles, 
thin mouse-colored hair brushed back in an attempt to 
conceal his spreading baldness, a long nose and tired, 
timid eyes. The night wind blowing back his shirt- 
sleeves revealed the appalling meagerness of his arms. 

"Thirty shillings a week, and he's yours, body and 
soul," Thorley said and wondered what such a weakling 
could hope to wrestle from the grasp of this untamed, il- 
limitable land ; wondered what had suddenly torn him — 
poor, puny, middle-aged— out of the hive of mean streets 
where he so obviously belonged and dragged him over 
ocean and continent. 

Something dynamic, surely. He tried to imagine the 
man's present state of mind. Was he terrified by the im- 
pending adventure? Appalled by the unending, un- 
peopled spaces through which they had been racing day 
a^d night? (Thorley felt dmost dismayed himself) 
soul-sick for some red-brick, clerk-hutch in Brixton ; the 
rumble and flash of tram cars; the flare of picture 
palaces? 
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12 1 THE BLACK KNIGHT 

A gust of pity for the poor creature swept over him. 
Unsuitables of that description should be saved from 
themselves, they should not be allowed to land. 

A voice behind him swore suddenly. Thorley faced 
about and discovered his red-headed traveling con>- 
panion, propped up in a corner, smoking a brown paper 
cigarette. 

" I knew it," the man exclaimed, " I knew it" 

" Knew what? *' Thorley inquired. 

" Why, that them Blue-Noses would be packin' guns." 
He nodded towards the group of harvesters. " I saw 
one of *em haul a shootin' iron out of his belt jest now 
to show his pardners — as proud as a kid with his first 
pair of pants." 

"But what's odd in that?" said Thorley, laughing. 
" I thought everybody out west went armed to the teeth." 

Redhead grunted. " So they do— all the trippers. No 
Easterner will show his nose west of Winnipeg unless 
he's dressed up in hardware like a walking arsenal. It's 
them that gets the country a bad name. 'Tain't that they 
mean any harm but they're that loaded up the least jar 
sets 'em off. Met a Boston college professor in Saska- 
toon once; a watery-looking guy he was with chin-weeds 
and spectacles. Seemed harmless enough but when I 
shook hands with him I shook too hard and he exploded 
all over. A Colt went off in his hip pocket, a Derringer 
in his sleeve and a Smith-Wesson in his coat-tails. Blew 
my hat off, broke a window and killed a spaniel dawg. 
Then the Easterners call us Westerners stand-offish, com- 
plain that we don't fraternize with 'em any! Can you 
wonder at it?" He pointed a freckled finger at the 
carousing harvesters. 
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THE BLACK KNIGHT 13 

" I bctchcr twenty bucks to a dime that every one of 
them mother's boys has got a loaded gun on him. They 
buy 'em when they buy their railway tickets. If it wasn't 
for the Western tourist traffic the revolver manufacturers 
would starve to death. Farmers' sons from the East, 
those suckers are, going out West to make a dollar 
harvesting. A day or two ago they kissed their Mas and 
sisters good-by, ^cried like as if they was leaving home 
for ever and ever and now here they are dolled up like 
movie cowboys, drinking whisky for the first time and 
acting to make people believe they're Broncho Bills or 
Mustang Archibalds — ^huh ! " He sighed wearily. 
" Every year they come out like this and every year we 
Westerners have to bend 'em over our knees and separate 
'em from their artillery before it's safe to let the women 
and kids out of the cellars. I've got a stack of re- 
volvers a foot high rusting in my yard and enough 
bowie knives to scalp the hull U-nited States — ^induding 
Texas." 

" Then the era of the wild Indian and the bad man 
is over?" Thorley asked. 

"Yep, it is," said Redhead, "over before it ever 
began. I'm prairie bom and reared myself and yet the 
only wild Indian I ever saw had drunk a bottle of furni- 
ture polish in mistake for whisky — ^which you'll admit 
was enough to make anyone wild — and the only bad man 
I ever knew was so knocked about by his wife he just 
had to run out now and again and pound somebody to 
keep up his self-respect." He jerked the butt of his 
cigarette away and looked at Thorley out of the comers 
of his eyes. 

" Where you bound for, Bub ? " 
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14 • THE BLACK KNIGHT 

'* WolfwiUows/' said Thorlcy. 

"Gotter job there?" 

" No/' 

"Lookin'forone?" 

"Yes." 

" What sorter job do you want? " 

Thorley shrugged his shoulders. " Anything — ^as long 
as it's out of doors. I'll have to go harvesting for a start, 
I expect; harvesters seem to be in demand." 

Redhead looked at him again. Thorley could feel his 
gaze running over him as though appraising his physical 
worth. 

" Say, are you dead stuck on this Wolf willows? Got 
any friends there or anything? " he asked presently. 

" I've got no reason for going to Wolfwillows other 
than that I picked the name out of a hat," Thorley told 
him. "Why?" 

" 'Cos I was wondering how you'd like to hire with 
me," said the red-headed man. " There's a feller out on 
my place now, but I gotter idea he may not stop and if 
he goes I'll want somebody. It's only a harvestin' job, 
mind. I've only gotter small place and don't keep nobody 
in the winter. How about it? " 

" What'U you pay me? " said Thorley. 

" Twenty-five a month and board." 
^ " Make it forty." 

The red-headed man snorted. " Forty hells ! Say, but 
you're rich you are ! You come out here straight from 
tiie Old Country that green the juice is running buter 
you and ask for top wages rightaway. Why, you mutt, 
do you suppose you could load a rack of sheaves that 
would travel a quarter mile without dumping the whole 

Digitized by L3OOQ IC 



THE BLACK KNIGHT 15 

darn business or stock level with an eight-foot binder for 
half a day!'' 

" I reckon I can do anything those chaw-bacons can 
do," said Thorley, nodding towards the Nova Scotians. 
" Fm young, I'm strong and not altogether a fool. Tell 
you what I'll do with you. Every day I don't stock level 
with your binder you don't pay me. Every day I do 
you pay me at the rate of forty dollars a month. What 
about that?" 

The red-headed man stared at him for a moment, then 
his eyes twinkled suddenly and he laughed aloud. 

"Done with you, son," he laughed. "But, by the 
Holy Cat, I'll make you sweat blood for your money. 
I believe you'll get it, though, I do so. I like your looks 
or I wouldn't of put it up to you." 

He twirled about and held out his freckled paw. 
" Shake, boy. My name's Steve Whitty. We get off 
to-morrow at Macgillveray at six o'clock, if this wagon's 
anywhere on time. I'm turning in now to catch a wink 
of sleep for myself. Good night ! " 

He spat over the rear rail, nodded and plunged within, 

Michael Thorley drew a long breath. So he had ob- 
tained his first job. He had contracted to stock level 
with an eightrfoot binder (whatever that might be) for 
forty dollars a month — or nothing. Forty dollars a 
month, how much was that? A dollar was four shillings 
and tup'pence, forty dollars was therefore eight pounds, 
eight shillings and tenpence. He had spent twice that 
amount on a single dinner in London over and over 
again. And now he would have to work a whole month 
for it — " sweating blood." He plunged again into calcu- 
lations; eight pounds, eight' shillings and tenpence a. 
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16 THE BLACK KNIGHT 

month amounted to just over one hundred pounds a year, 
out of which clothes, boots, tobacco, etc., would have to 
be bought. A hundred a year! Lord! Money was 
harder to get than he had thought. He leaned over the 
rail and stared into the night. Pale beams of light like 
the shafts of dim searchlights were wheeling slowly 
across the north, weaving to and fro, flickering out and 
rippling upwards again — the Northern Lights. On each 
side of the train the dark prairies rolled away, change- 
less and unbroken, to meet the low hanging stars. The 
white headlight of the engine, sweeping the track ahead, 
lit up a road crossing. The great bell clanged dolefully 
and the train rumbled over. Thorley had a glimpse of a 
man in a light wagon by the track-side laying his whip 
across the frightened horses and on a sudden impulse 
waved his hand to him. One had the feeling of passing 
another lonely ship after being long at sea. 

" Gawd! Gives you the fair creeps, don't it? " said a 
voice beside him. It was the wretched little clerk he had 
noticed before. "Those Northern Lights and all this, 
day after day," he went on, making a handsweep towards 
the flowing darkness beyond. " Not a 'ouse in sight, not 
a blessed soul — ^goUy ! " He peered up at Thorley with 
his large wistful eyes. " You're like me, just out from 
*ome, ain't cher?" 

Thorley nodded. 

" Thought so, I over'eard you talkin' to that Canadian, 
you see. You fixed 'im proper, I must say, stood up to 
'im like a man. I wonder 'ow you'll like it." 

" I expect I'll get along somehow," said Thorley. 
" For the present, anyhow— but you, how do you think 
you'll likt it?'' 
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THE BLACK KNIGHT 17 

The clerk made a grimace. " Dtmno, I'm sure. 
*Tain't so much a case of likes with us as 'ave to." 

"Us?" 

"Me 'n' the Missus. I've got a wife and child in 
there." He nodded towards the coach. 

" Got a job? " Thorley asked. 

"Yes, we're going out to the Missus' brother in 
Alberta. He's got a farm there and wants somebody to 
cook for 'im. The Missus will see to that and I suppose 
he'll find a job for me about the place." 

" Ever done any farming? " 

The clerk laughed. "Me! No. Never seen one, 
hardly. I've been clerking at a Wharfinger's at Tower 
Bridge all my time. I suppose I'll learn though and the 
fresh air will do me good, my chest ain't all it should be. 
It's the Missus I'm frightened for. She's a London girl, 
brought up to 'ave 'er little pleasures with plenty of 
friends around her, but this — " Again he waved his 
hand towards enveloping darkness. " I don't know 'ow 
she'll stand this at all. Alf 's place is thirty miles from a 
town and he ain't got any neighbors. I'm frightened for 
'er, I don't mind tellin' yer." 

Thorley thought of that other woman he had heard 
of earlier in the evening, the woman w^ for want of 
friends had peopled this solitude with phantoms and 
chatted and laughed to them. He shuddered. "Why 
ever did you come? " he asked angrily. 

The clerk groaned. "Got caught in that 'Amalga- 
mated Workers ' smash ; every penny we'd scraped and 
saved for thirteen years gorn. I'd a blame good mind 
to chuck myself in the river when it happened — ^and I 
would of only the kid was only just bom and I couldn't 
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18 THE BLACK KNIGHT 

leave Elsie; 'er folk was caught in the smash too and 
there wasn't anybody I could leave 'er to. Killed 'er 
Pa, it did. It was 'im persuaded me to put me money in 
it. He'd met Isaiah Winter personal and shook 'ands 
with 'im, 'e 'ad and thought the world of 'im. When 
the smash came 'e just crumpled up and died. I 'adn't 
the 'eart to start all over again in the old way, so when 
Alf sent us the tickets I jumped at it, thought perhaps I 
could begin all over again in a new country. Don't know 
why I'm worrying you with my troubles," he apologized. 
" They ain't, anything to do with you." 

Michael Thorley gazing into the night with unseeing, 
hunted eyes, wondered what the clerk would have said 
to him had he known that he was talking to Isaiah 
Winter's only son. 



Digitized by L3OOQ IC 



CHAPTER II 

Nearly all the occupants of the emigrant coach were 
asleep when Thorley entered it again. It had the ap- 
pearance of a charnel-house. Trays had been lowered 
from th^ ceiling and boards fitted to fill the gaps be- 
tween seats. On these, in various stages of undress, lay 
the passengers. The sickly electric light shone dimly on 
the motionless forms of men, women and children hud- 
dled in layers, frozen in the- grotesque attitudes in which 
Nsudden, death-like sleep had smitten them. 

Here a man lay, his thin knees drawn almost up to his 
chin, his teeth showing in a gleaming, canine snarl. 
There a woman slumbered, a cheaply-ringed hand trailing 
among the litter on the floor, breathing faintly under a 
veil of her own tumbled hair. A black-trousered leg 
hung out of an upper berth like the dead bough of a tree, 
toes and heel protruding through the greasy sock. 

The air was warm with the heat of packed bodies and 
acrid with mingled breathings. 

Thorley took off his boots, and climbing into the upper 
tray, placed them and his overcoat under his head and 
closed his, eyes. But sleep would not come. Try as he 
would he could not get the little clerk's words out of 
his head. ..." Every penny we'd scraped and saved 
for thirteen years gorn . . . blame good mind to chuck 
meself in the river ... killed 'er Pa, it did, 'e'd met 
Isaiah Winter personal an' shook 'ands with 'im." Isaiah 
Winter, his father, president of the great Amalgamated 
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20 THE BLACK KNIGHT 

Workers' Mutual Benefit Trust Company — the greatest 
swindle since the Sojath S^ ^ bubble. 

Well, if it had crushed the clerk in its fall it had 
crushed him too. Five years ago he was at Marlborough, 
two years ago he was at Oxford, a month ago he was a 
gilded youth about town, going the pleasant expensive 
round. Yachting in the Solent; shooting in Norfolk; 
deer stalking in Scotland ; hunting in Leicestershire ; back 
in the splendid Park Lane house for the season — Rotten 
Row canters, operas, first-nights, dances and so on — and 
now ! And now here he was under an assumed name, a 
fugitive from that same golden past, rolling westwards 
into the oblivion of a new world, ten dollars in his 
pocket, to " sweat blood " for a farm-laborer's pittance. 
. He was still dazed by the suddenness of it all. Should 
he have seen the collapse coming? How could he? His 
father had been firmly against his entering the business, 
had never taken him into his confidence in the least thing. 
He knew nothing of the affairs of the Amalgamated 
Workers' and they had maintained their own private 
state up to the very last tragical minute. All part of 
the gigantic bluff, he supposed. Thinking backwards he 
wondered if Isaiah Winter had himself known the end 
was at hand. He thought not, was sure of it. When the 
old man joined the "Carmencita" at Southsea on the 
Monday of Cowes week there was nothing in his manner 
to betoken that he was even uneasy. An incongruous 
figure, dressed in gray flannels and the black string tie 
he wore continually as if to remind himself of the days 
when he had been a Methodist lay-preacher, he had mixed 
as usual with his guests ; chafing his powerful hands to- 
gether; scattering heavy jokes and ponderous compli- 
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THE BLACK KNIGHT 21 

ments; smiling perennially; altogether up to his usual 
form. It was Todd, his father's confidential secretary, 
who had brought the news. Thomas Eustace Manley 
Todd, the urbane, the obsequious, necessary Todd. That 
was on Wednesday. Michael was taking Mary Anderlys, 
her aunt Lady Chiltern, Tony Farjeon and a few others 
ashore to tea on the Club lawn. As the launch neared the 
landing-stage it passed a shore-boat putting out and Todd 
was seated in the stern-sheets thereof, fawn gloves in 
one hand, gold-headed malacca in the other, staring away 
up the Roads so intently that he did not notice the 
launch's approach until Michael hallooed almost in his 
car. Then he bounded a foot off the seat, straightened 
the glasses on his nose, recognized Michael and springing 
to his feet waved gloves and cane excitedly and shouted : 
"Hi, hi! Where's your father?" in so steep a pitch it 
approached a shriek. 

" On board ! " Michael bawled in answer and laughed 
delightedly as the short boat — caught in the launch's 
wash — suddenly bucked Todd off his balance and he 
went out of sight with a wild waving of legs and arms. 

Billy Farjeon sniggered. " What's the matter with the 
immaculate Tommy ? He had his straw hat on the wrong 
way round and his tie was point two-five of a millimeter 
out of the straight. World coming to an end? " 

" The Guv'nor has probably forgotten he was due to 
lay a foundation stone — with appropriate prayers — for 
the Little Muddleton Peculiar Baptists," said Michael — 
it* was his fashion to sneer at his parent's religious con- 
nections — and shutting off the engine steered the launch 
in among the school of bobbing dinghys that hung about 
the stage like a family of ducklings. 
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He spent a pleasant hour or so dawdling over tea, 
watching Mary Anderlys* cameo profile against the blue 
of the summer Solent; Lady Chiltern's scandalous gossip 
tickling one ear, the strains of the Royal Marine Band — 
playing selections from " The Mikado " — flirting with 
the other; then, gathering his party, shepherded them 
back to the launch. 

" I say, the * Carmencita's ' firing up," said Tony Far- 
jeon as they pushed off. 

Michael's gaze swept over the fleet of white yachts, 
that rode at their anchors like a flock of sleeping sea- 
birds, to where the graceful bulk of the " Carmencita " 
towered above them all Farjeon was right, she was 
firing up; a brown haze of smoke streamed from her 
straw-colored funnel smudging the still evening air. As 
he looked a gig, floating by her side, left the water and 
went jerking upwards towards its davits. 

" Old man must be going for a cruise," he said, " won- 
der what the idea is ? " 

" Oh, some delightful surprise, I expect. Your dear 
father is so full of them," Lady Chiltem drawled and 
turning asked Biggot-Poole if his darling aunt was still 
infatuated with her chiropodist. 

The mate was standing at the head of the ladder 
when they came aboard; he touched his cap to 
Michael and shouted to the launch crew to hook on 
the falls. 

" What's the game ? " Michael inquired of him. 

" Going for a moonlight trip round the Island, I be- 
lieve, sir," the man replied. 

" Mr. Todd gone ashore? " 

" No, sir; I think he must be stopping aboard for the 
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night A steward came up and paid off the shore boat 
about half an hour ago." 

Ten minutes later as he sat in the smoking-saloon 
drinking whisky and soda with Tony Farjeon and Big- 
got-Poole he heard the anchor cohiing in. As he went 
below to change, the twin engines began to turn over. 

His father did not show up for dinner; he sent a mes- 
sage by a steward to say that he and Tommy Todd were 
engrossed in business and were remaining in his state- 
room, not to be disturbed on any account. 

Biggot-Poole came in late and excused himself on the 
j)lea that he had been watching the manceuvers of a 
launch that had put out from the shore just as the " Car- 
mencita " had got under way and had followed her for 
some distance. 

" Fellow got up in the bows and made harsh noises 
at us with a megaphone," he said. " Couldn't hear what 
his trouble was, but he seemed to want us to stop. Old 
Penney wasn't having any, though; held straight on. 
Chap got sick of lumping about in our wash after a bit 
and switched off towards Portsmouth." • 

" He can come and tell us all about it to-morrow," 
said Michael and turned to listen to a verbal duel between 
Lady Chiltern and old Monty Sachevrell. It had been 
a cheery dinner. Biggot-Poole had obliged with a piquant 
episode concerning a Spanish dancer, a Bishop and the 
Madrid express. Those inimitable cross-talk come- 
diennes, the Lefroy twins, quarreled amusingly across the 
table and old Monty, pinked by Lady Chiltern's rapier 
tongue, came wholly awake for once and pawed out left 
and right like a baited bear. And when tired of the 
chatter there was Mary Anderlys' calm loveliness to turn 
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to; Mary Anderlys presiding at the feast like some serene 
Queen of Beauty. 

A child at the rear-end of the coach whimpered miser- 
ably; a woman woke with a sigh and sought to hush it, 
her voice heavy with sleep. 

The great Swede lumberman on the berth opposite 
suddenly launched both hands in the air as if to clutch 
something elusive and dear, moaning aloud in the agony 
of his dreams. 

A man in shirt and trousers rolled out of his berth, 
blundered blindly from side to side of the gangway, got 
his bearings and padded the length of the coach in his 
stockinged feet. Michael could hear him drinking from 
the tap in the lavatory outside. A swish of water ; gulp- 
ings and then a crash. Presently he padded back again. 
As he passed under the lamp Michael saw that his chin 
was dripping blood. Regaining his end of the car he 
paused, uncertain as to where he belonged. Selecting a 
berth at random he made towards it but a trousered leg 
shooting suddenly out of it caught him squarely on the 
chest and sent him reeling backwards across the gangway. 
The edge of the opposite berth took him behind the knees 
and he fell within, collapsing like a pithed bullock. 

A woman screamed, a man snarled. A fist thudded on 
bone and the intru4er was fltmg out of the berth, landing 
on his back on the floor. He sighed and abandoning the 
hopeless search, rolled over on his face, pillowed his head 
on his forearms and snored. 

MichaeFs mind swung back into the dear dead past and 
he was sitting with Mary Anderlys again on the deck of 
the " Carmencita " as that white beauty rushed onwards 
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into the heart of the summer night, silver-shod with 
foam. A great waning moon lifted out of the sea; here 
and there in the hinterlands of the sky a few pale stars 
blinked. Half a mile away a North German Lloyd boat 
was standing in for the Needles, ablaze with lights from 
stem to stern. Her band was playing on deck; the 
strains of " Roslein auf der Heide " came to him dis- 
tinctly over the water. He lounged, silent, in a contented 
drowse lulled by the magic night. Well-fed, well-dressed, 
careless of Fate, the cool wind on his brow, gliding over 
moonlit seas to the sound of far, sweet music. 

Up forward Biggot-Poole had got the big cabinet 
gramophone out and was dancing with one of the Lefroy 
twins. Lady Chiltern, a cigar in her teeth, was patrolling 
amidships, her arm firmly hooked into that of Wilbur 
Maskelyne, the novelist. She was relating scandalous 
stories of the inner lives of her arch-enemies in the hopes 
that he would be attracted by their picturesqueness and 
turn them into copy. Old Monty Sachevrell, his huge 
body compressed into a Madeira chair, a briar pipe stick- 
ing out of the side of his mouth, a whisky and soda 
clenched in his enormous hand, was drawling Rabelaisian 
yams to a circle of sniggering youngsters. Tony Far- 
jeon wandered up and halting opposite Michael, leaned 
against the rail and puffed a smoke J-ing or two down 
wind. "Where are we off to, do you know? " he asked 
presently. 

" Heard something about a run round the Island," said 
Michael. 

" We're making a dashed big loop round it, then," Far- 
jeon grunted. "Can't see a flicker of St. Catherine's 
Light" 
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" Guv'nor must have altered his mind," said Michael 
unconcernedly. 

" Must have," Farjeon agreed and strolled away. He 
was back again in five minutes. 

" Does it strike you she's hoppin' it a bit? " he asked. 

Michael considered ; the " Carmencita " certainly was 
trembling more than was her wont and the smoke was 
rolling out of her funnel in dense clouds. 

He nodded to Farjeon. " Yes, she is shifting." 

" She's doin' 18.5 as a matter of fact — ^just read it on 
the log. That's a trifle over her limit, ain't it? " Farjeon 
queried. 

Michael whistled. " Eighteen point five — ^Yes, by 
Jove, she's all out." 

" Also, it may interest you to know that she's pointin' 
roughly sou'west by sou' at this minute," Farjeon went 
on, " a course which is more likely to see us off Ushant 
in the morning than West Cowes. I say, what's the 
antic?" 

Michael laughed. " My dear chap, I don't know. I'm 
never let into these secrets. One of the Guv'nor 's little 
surprises, I suppose. He's always pulling 'em off. We 
went to sleep at anchor in Carnavon Bay one night last 
summer and woke up off Kingstown with the launch 
overside ready to take us to Ballsbridge and the Dublin 
Horse-show." 

"Then, in this case, we shall probably wake up off 
Ferrol one of these fine mornings and find the launch 
waiting to take us to a bull-fight." 

" Exactly. I shouldn't worry, anyhow; we're not kid- 
napping you, Tony. You'll see your little Ryde tobac- 
conist again." 
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Farjeon blinked. " Tm not worrying. I'm wonder- 
ing, that's all. As for Queenie, don't mention her, please. 
All is over between us. She prefers a richly be-pimpled 
individual called 'erbert — 'erb to all real friends. They 
have the same taste in nougat and novelettes. I'm 
going to take my broken heart to by-bys now, so good 
night." 

He slouched away. Michael heard him brawling play- 
fully with Biggot-Poole on the companionway and the 
shrill partisan exhortations of the Lefroy twins. He saw 
Mary Anderlys below; then went on deck again for a 
final cigarette before turning in. The sea was empty 
except for a Norwegian barque which lay, close-hauled, 
across the path of the moon; every sail showing up 
against the silvery wash like a silhouette cut from black 
paper. 

The " Carmencita," like a pale ghost in the moonlight, 
rushed on and on, a hissing plume of foam at her fore- 
foot, a gleaming ribbon of froth reeling out from under 
her counter. Michael could feel her trembling through her 
thin skin with the pull and thrust of the racing engines 
and wondered mildly at the hurry. His f fither was wont 
to dash hither and thither at the bidding of his restless 
moods, but to fly away in the middle of Cowes week — 
the pick of the season — was both absurd and anno)ring. 
He climbed to the bridge and found the mate in charge, 
tramping to and fro like a caged animal. 

"Couldn't say where we're bound for, sir," he replied 
to Michael's question. " Captain Penney didn't tell me 
anything and I'm not sure that he knows himself — be- 
yond Ushant. We can't be going very far as we're not 
bunkered for a long trip and at the rate they're bjiming 
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it now it'll barely take us across the Bay. It'll be La 
Rochelle or Bordeaux, I expect, sir." 

" What's doing at Bordeaux? " 

The mate shrugged his shoulders. " Nothing that I 
know of, sir. Never cared for the place myself, though 
there's plenty of good cheap wine there and the girls is 
lively." Something caught his eye. Hie turned on his 
heel and pointed astern. 

A shaft of bright light shot suddenly up from the 
horizon, then drooping, swept swiftly along the surface 
of the sea. 

" Portland Light? " Michael inquired. 

The mate shook his head. " Oh, no, sir. That's miles 
out of sight away over there." He pointed again. ** That 
there is a searchlight. Cruisers manoeuvering, I expect." 

As they watched the questing beam found the Nor- 
wegian barque, turning it, in a flash, from black to white. 
It hovered on it for a minute, then swept away east- 
wards again, slowly, deliberately probing the night. 

" He's lookin' for somethin'," said the mate. 

" Well, I hope he finds it," said Michael with a laugh, 
tossed his cigarette overboard and turned in. 

He woke to the noise of men's voices shouting out- 
side, and to find his cabin ablaze with light. The en- 
gines had stopped. He had a momentary idea that it 
was morning and that the " Carmencita " was berthing 
in some port. Then he saw that the light that was pour- 
ing in through his open port hole was artificial and from 
the gentle lift and droop of the cabin he knew that they 
were still in mid-channel. 

" Is that the yacht * Carmencita ' ? " came a hail from 
awav to starboard. 
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Michael heard old Penney's voice answer from the 
bridge. " It is — and who are you ? " 

" H. M: destroyer ' Adder/ " 

" What do you want with me? " 

"You'll soon find out Why didn't you heave-to be- 
fore?" 

" Couldn't read your signals." 

" Time you learnt to, then. Is the owner aboard? " 

"Yes." 

"Then stand by and drop a ladder, there's a party 
coming aboard." 

A bell rang in the destroyer's bowels and her starboard 
engine pounded slowly. 

Michael pulled on his trousers and a coat and went on 
deck. The destroyer was coming alongside, a dark, low- 
lying, viperish thing, her narrow deck cluttered with tor- 
pedo tubes and quick-firers, the fangs of her sting. A 
tall figure in a pea-jacket hung over her bridge-dodger 
snapping occasional orders. A small group of men stood 
amidships waiting to board. She chafed her flank gently 
against the " Carmencita's " fenders and two men im- 
mediately ran up the ladder to the yacht's deck. Michael 
saw to his surprise that they were civilians. Old Penney 
met them. 

" I'm captain of this ship," he growled. " What's all 
this about?" 

The bigger of the two men tapped his overcoat pocket. 
" We're from Scotland Yard with a warrant for the ar- 
rest of Mr. Isaiah Winter." 

The old sailor's jaw dropped. " Arrest Mr. Winter, 
what the devil for ? " He laughed. " You're joking ! " 

" I'm not; wish I was," the detective grunted, rue^ " 
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" The Amalgamated Workers has gone smash and there's 
merry Hell loose." 

Captain Penney grabbed him by the arm. " Amalga- 
mated Workers gone smash? Hey, ms^tey, you don't 
mean that?" he whined. "Be careful what you say — 
I'm an old man, mate." 

" Fact," said the detective. " It was all over town this 
afternoon, panic wasn't the word for it. I don't know 
how bad it is yet, mind you. Got anything in it? " 

"Every cent, every bloody cent — insured there, 
too." 

" Bad luck, old man. But there's thousands of others 
like you — I've been stung a bit myself to tell the truth. 
Well, I must go and cop the bird — show me where he is, 
will you?" 

" I don't believe it 'Tain't possible," muttered the 
Captain stubbornly as he led the way below. " Mistake 
somewhere. . . . Amalgamated Workers, why, it's too 

big, couldn't go bust . . . all a mistake Mr. 

Winter will explain . . . ridiculous . . . ! " 

Thus muttering and mumbling, suddenly very bent and 
aged, he shambled down the companionway, the two 
Scotland Yard men at his heels. Michael followed. He 
had a hazy impression of doors opening, voices babbling 
and sleepy startled faces. The Lefroy twins, their faces 
ghastly with cold cream. "Oh, what is it? Has any- 
thing happened? ..." Maskeylane's tousled mop of 
hair nodding across at Lady Chiltem, almost bald with- 
out her wig. " What's the matter ? A collision ? " . . • 
" Some delightful surprise of Mr. Winter's, I sup- 
pose . . ." Monty Sachevrell in lilac pajamas gap- 
ing toothlessly. 
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The procession reached his father's door and the Cap- 
tain knocked. " Mr. Winter, sir. Excuse ..." 

He was answered by a sharp, ear-stabbing explosion. 
Monty Sachevrell fell backwards over his washstand. 
The Lefroy twins screamed in concert. Lady Chiltem 
clapped her hands over her eyes and moaned. 

The big detective snapped an oath and springing past 
Captain Penney drove all his weight against the locked 
door which gave inwards before him. On the floor, in 
the center of the great luxurious cabin a heavily built 
man was lying on his back, arms outflung, one leg drawn 
up. The lips were open, the strong yellow teeth clenched, 
light gray eyes staring at the ceiling. In the middle of 
the big forehead a round blue mark was bubbling blood. 
Over him a wisp of smoke drifted like a frail blue mist. 

The detective bent over him for a moment, then 
clumsily removed his bowler. " He's given us the slip, 
Jim," he said and his companion nodded. 

The captain darted forward. " Hold on, that ain't Mr. 
Winter," he rasped. " Mr. Winter had a beard — ^thick 
eyebrows — not him — stranger — some mistake." 

" Shaved his beard and plucked his eyebrows," said the 
big detective. '* First thing they do when they run for it. 
Was going to ship at Ferrol or Corunna most likely. 
Hello, what's that?" 

They all turned and saw something more in a comer, 
something crouched and shrunken. 

It was Tommy Todd. He was squatting on his 
hunkers, his eyes starting out of his head, sucking his 
fingers arid slobbering. 

As the detective stepped towards him he began to 
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Dawn sprang up over t^ jilains flooding the eastern 
sky with a glowing goldm tide on which clouds floated 
like shreds of flame colored sea-weed. It flooded the emi- 
grant car, washing away sleep. 

Men and women stirred, sat up and rubbed eyes, sigh- 
ing. The chatter of many tongues — Swedish, German, 
Polish, English — ^began again. 

Children called to each other. A baby crowed de- 
lightedly, stretching out its fingers on the window as 
though to grasp the miraculous sunflower of dawn. 
Yawning men kicked off their blankets and clumped to 
the lavatory, whence came the splutter of taps, splashings 
and blowings. 

Michael pulled a towel and soap out of his bag and 
took his place in the queue. The red-headed man shoul- 
dered his way out, shaking drops of water off his nose. 

" Get a hustle on, boy," he said. " We oughter be 
there in ten minutes and she don't stop so that you'd 
notice it — Lend me a wipe, will you? Somebody's lifted 
mine. These here square-head emigrants would steal the 
hair out of a dirty comb." He chafed his glistening face 
vigorously in Michael's towel, slung it back to him and 
plunged into the coach. 

Michael had barely soused his head and hands when 
the engine bell commenced its dolorous clamor and the 
brakes jarred on. He rushed, dripping, back to his berth, 
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dutched together his few belongings and jumped for the 
track-side just as the train got under way again. Steve 
Whitty regarded him, twinkling. 

" Told you she wouldn't linger long enough to lick a 
postage stamp," he grinned. * " Well, now you're here, 
take your collar outer your mouth and doll yourself up. 
We'll go embark some breakfast. Hello, Obed !" 

He turned to greet a tall, incredibly thin ancient who 
was slouching towards them, thumbs hitched in his 
braces, a nautical cap pulled so far over his eyes that he 
had to tilt his head back to see out under it. 

" Hurrm,"^ grunted the ancient in response and halt- 
ing watched Michael's struggles with his tie with scorn- 
ful interest. 

" Anything doin'? ", Steve Whitty inquired. 

The ancient transferred the straw he was sucking from 
the right to the left side of his mouth. " Liebermann 
loaded a car o' hawgs, Tuesday. May Ladner had her 
fifth, Thursday— a colt." 

" Busy week ! " Sfceve commented. " Well, come on, 
boy, dorft you let yourself be fascinated with Obed and 
forget your vittles. He gets a rush o' conversation to 
the head now and again and there's no stopping him. 
Come on." 

Michael picked up his bag and followed his new em- 
ployer round the depot house. 

"Say, Steve!" 

Whitty halted. "Yep." 

Obed transferred his straw from the left to the right 
side. " There's a team o' youm in my bam." 

Steve turned about, interested. "How did it get 
there?" 

Digitized by L3OOQ IC 



34 THE BLACK KNIGHT 

"Your feller bringed it in on Saturday night. Said 
youM fetch it." 

Steve considered. " Saturday night — about what 
time?" 

" 'Bout eleven." 

" There's a west bound train goin' by at about half- 
past eleven, ain't there ? " 

"Yes— why?" 

"Oh, nothing." The pair walked on into the tovm, 
Steve humming happily, some piece of news — ^the advent 
of Mary Ladner's fifth, perhaps — ^had pleased him, evi- 
dently. 

The township of Macgillveray had taken its name 
from that of its founder and oldest inhabitant, a hairy 
Shetland Islander who, in the early days, had set up shop 
there to trade with the Indians and who could still be 
seen — b. bent old figure, all white hair and fur cap — 
shuffling round the village wearing the distressful, puz- 
zled expression of a dog whose kennel has outgrowil 
him. 

With the advent of white settlers other more modem 
traders had come taking most of the Shetlander's busi- 
ness from him, but they could not rob him of his im- 
mortality, the place was always known by the name of 
the old store, " Macgillveray's " and was shown on the 
Dominion maps as such. 

It had never known great prosperity, however, and in 
Anno Domini 1908 consisted of a double row of single- 
storied frame houses straddling a roll of the prairies, the 
grass of which pushed right up to its back doors and 
invaded its single street. 

Steve Whitty led the way along the plank sidewalk and 
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halting before a weather-boarded shack which had the 
sign " ELITE RESTERONG " painted in drunken let- 
ters on its false front, jerked the latch bobbin and stepped 
within. A table covered with clean oil-cloth ran the 
length of the room. On one wall hung a portrait of 
Queen Victoria, on another a view of old Fort Garry 
(Winnipeg that is), log-cabins built to form three sides 
of a square, a group of Hudson Bay factors lounging 
about the cannon and a flag-staff in the center. 

"Mrs. Spriggs! Mrs. Spr-iggs!" shouted Steve 
Whitty. 

"Who's that?" A querulous female voice inquired 
from some inner chamber. 

" Me— Steve." 

" But I thought you was in Montreal." 

" You got another think coming, then." 

" But Obed sartinly told me you was in Montreal." 

Steve cursed softly. " Alright, have it your own way. 
I ain'^ going to argue with you. I am in Montreal, if 
you like, but my own twin brother is in your elite hash- 
parlor right now, hollering for some eats." 

" No call for you to holler— or to get fresh, either," 
snapped the voice. " If you want eats you know what to 
do about it, don'tcher ? You oughter by this time." 

" Alright, alright ! " Steve soothed and entering the 
little kitchen at the back of the dining-room rummaged 
in the meat safe. 

"There ought to be five sausages and a couple of 
rashers in there," came the voice of Mrs. Spriggs again, 
" if they ain't enough for you, go out to the henhouse 
and grab an egg or two. Your friend can set the table 
while you're doing it." 
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While Steve fried the bacon and sausages, Michael 
tinder the directions of the invisible Mrs. Spriggs, set 
the plates and cutlery out. Preparations complete they 
sat down to meat, Steve carrying on a spirited conversa- 
tion on topics of the hour with their hostess through the 
match-board partition. 

His pangs of hunger mollified, Steve sponged his plate 
clean with a crust of bread; swallowed the crust; sluiced 
it down with the dregs of his coffee; transferred the 
stains from his mouth to the back of his hand and from 
thence to the seat of his trousers and crept silently 
towards the door. 

Mrs. Spriggs was too quick for him, however. " Hie ! 
Where you off to? You ain't washed up! " she shrilled. 

Steve halted, grinning guiltily. " I was going to 
chuck a bit of grain to your fowls." 

The lady grunted. "You was going in the wrong 
direction then. You'd best wash up first or you'll be for- 
getting again, like you did last time." 

Steve sighed and returning bore the dirty plates into 
the kitchen. In ten minutes he reported all in order. 

" That'll be two bits each, then," said Mrs. Spriggs. 
" Put the money in the pickle jar on the shelf. I've got 
a good mind to charge you more for frying your sausages 
in butter 'stead o' lard, but I'll let it go this time if you 
draw me a pail of water." 

Steve winked admiringly. " She's got her eye clamped 
to a hole in the wall and ears as long as a mule," he 
whispered to Michael, " can't fool her none." 

" Alright, old dear," he shouted. " I'll do all you say 
and buck you a bit of wood as make-weight." 

" Well, that beats anything I've met with yet,'' said 
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Michael as they, at length, closed the door of the Elite 
Resterong behind them. "Where on earth was the 
woman all the time? " 

Steve shrugged his shoulders. " In bed, I guess." 

" Why doesn't she get up, then? " 

" Got no laigs," said Steve. 

" No legs ! But how in the name of mischief can she 
expect to run a restaurant like that? *' 

" She don't. She expects it to run itself," Steve re- 
torted. " And ain't you just seen it doing it? " 

They found Obed standing at the entrance of his livery 
barn (which, with the United Baptist Free Church, was 
the only two-storied edifice in Macgillveray), chewing 
his after-breakfast straw and absorbed in the antics of a 
couple of retriever puppies. 

" You'll find your team up at the far end, Steve," he 
drawled. " They feeling kinder good's'marning. That 
bald-face aimed to chaw my leg off when I went to feed 
him." 

" Been standing in, that's why," said Steve. " Give 
that baldy a day off and he's so plumb full of high-living 
you gotter soothe him with a club to get the harness on 
him. The pinto ain't much better, for the matter o' 
that." He turned to Michael. " Hey, son, there's likely 
to be doings round this bam in a minute or two and as 
I don't wanter see a boss put his foot through you on 
your first day I guess you'd best light out till the smoke 
has subsided some. Me 'n Obed will fix 'em. You hike 
round to Fred's saloon and tell him to give you six bottles 
of rye for me and wait there till I pick you up, see?" 

Michael obediently returned to Main Street and trac- 
ing a strong scent of alcohol to its source entered a long 
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weather-boarded shanty. A squat, snub-nosed, mop- 
headed individual — ^presumably Fred — ^reclined on a 
tilted chair behind the counter, reading a current copy 
of the " Calgary Eye Opener," the stump of a dead cigar 
in the comer of his mouth, his slippered feet resting on 
the bar. Without removing his eyes from the paper he 
reached for an uncorked bottle of Canadian Club whisky 
on the shelf behind him and pushed it and a glass across 
the counter. Michael set them to one side and repeated 
Steve's injunctions. The bartender dragged his reluctant 
eyes from the absorbing literature and stared at Michael 
in amazement. 

''Who are you, kid?" 
• Michael introduced himself. 

" But Steve's got a hired man. What the hell does 
he want with two? " Fred queried. 

" Thinks the other may be leaving," said Michael. 

"What for?" 

Michael did not know. 

The bartender sniffed. ** Oh, well, I guess that's his 
business, not mine. But did I hear you say he wanted six 
bottles of hooch, kid? Six? Sure?" 

Michael nodded. 

Fred's thick eyebrows disappeared under his fringe. 
" Great curling snakes ! What's come over him ? He 
ain't taken so much as a flask home in three years, not 
since that Eastern woman married the poor mutt and tied 
him up short. He's getting all-fired courageous all of a 
sudden — ^Here you are." 

He produced the required articles from under the 
counter, tilted his chair back again and* resumed his 
reading. 
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As Michael — a trio of bottles under each arm — stepped 
out into Main Street a pair of friantic horses dashed 
past him trailing a light Democrat wagon in their spurt- 
ing dust. Steve Whitty, scarlet in the face and blasphem- 
ing at the top of his voice, sat with both feet lodged 
against the dashboard, sawing at the reins with all his 
might. 

" Jump for it next time I come round," he shouted to 
Michael and disappeared in the cloud of his own dust 

Michael gripped his bottles as firmly as he could, took 
up a position in the center of the street and waited. 
Presently the white Roman nose of the near-side horse 
shot round the corner and in another moment the buggy 
was on him. He made a dart to get in over the offside 
but the hind wheel caught him above the elbow knocking 
him aback and over. 

" Be round again in a minute," yelled Steve, undis- 
mayed, and was gone once more. 

Obed shuffled towards him from the sidewalk. 

" Aimin' to bust yer goldarn neck ? " he inquired drily, 
his straw chafing gently against his right nostril. " That 
ain't no ways for to embark in a Demmycrat. ' Get in 
over the back like a Christian — FU stop 'em." 

Michael picked himself and the bottles out of the dust 
and waited again. 

He did not have to wait long. Once more the lyhite 
nose shot past the corner and the wagon came bumping 
and bounding towards him. As it drew level Steve 
shortened his grip and flung all his weight against the 
horses' mouths. At the same moment Obed, suddenly 
galvanized into action, withdrew his hands from his 
trouser pockets, threw them widespread into the air and 
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gave vent to a single ear-piercing whoop. The horses 
checked by the wrench on their bits and the scarecrow 
apparition which had sprung up shrieking in their path , 
dug their toes in and slid to a momentary stop. Michael 
had just time to tumble in over the backboard and they 
were off again. 

Obed eluded the pinto horse's shoulder by a quick, in- 
curving of his back and without another glance to see 
how the Democrat or its occupants were faring, began to 
search the dirt of Main Street for his lost straw. 

Michael bounced on his back in the bottom of the 
wiagon clutching bottles to his bosom. 

" All right? " Steve inquired, from the front seat. 

" Yes, Fm alright, thanks," Michael panted. 

"God's teeth! You don't think Fm fretting about 
youf " snorted the perspiring Jehu. " Is all them ryes 
aboard?" 

Michael counted. "Ye-es — ^more or less. I've got 
five; one's broken. It's damned uncomfortable sitting on 
the chips. I wish you'd pull up those horses." 

" I wish I could. They're drawing the hull darned 
outfit on their mouths right now and my arms is pretty 
nigh pulled off their hinges. They'll run on like this 
till they hit the slope of the Coyote Hills. Can you 
pray?" 

" I suppose so— why ? " 

"Then pray old man Kneiper's gate is open," said 
Steve and lapsed into silence. 

Fortunately for them old man Kneiper's gate was 
open; they flashed through the long barrier of wires — 
the Democrat's off hub missing the gate-post by the 
fraction of an inch — ^and headed the steaming horses up 
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the long smooth slope of the Coyotes. Gradually the 
acclivity began to tell and Steve hauled them into a trot 
and from a trot to a walk. 

"Climb over and sit on the seat with me now," said 
he to Michael. " Didn't like to risk it before, you might 
of been bucked out and busted another bottle — ^what are 
you groaning for?" 

" Fm black and blue from bouncing about on the 
bottom clutching your confounded cellar," Michael 
grumbledf climbing over the seat back. "I reckon Fve 
earned my dollar and thirty-five cents to-day, anyhow." 

Steve crowed derisively. " Shucks ! Yoil don't call 
this work, do you? This is pleasure riding, this is." 

"Is it? I'm glad you told me, otherwise I s^hould 
never have suspected it." 

Steve laughed. " Great little old horses to bum the 
breeze, ain't they? " He flicked the pinto's rump affec- 
tionately. " * Whitty's Whizzers ' they call 'em in town. 
My wife's Ma came out from the East a-visitin' us last 
Fall. I went into town to meet her. The old lady wouldn't 
sit up here with me, said facing the engine always made 
her sick so she elected to squat on her box at the back of 
the rig. These yer critters was feeling plumb full of 
expression that morning and we went outer town zip! 
bingo ! I had my hands full and overflowing and couldn't 
pay no attention to the old lady. I didn't choke the 
cusses down till we'd reached just about where we are 
now and, so help me, Bob, when I looked there weren't 
a sign of my wife's ma nor her box ! I turned around 
and chased back in Macgillveray hell bent for election. 
When I pulled up at the depot I seed Obed standing on 
the track watching the smoke of a train. 
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" ' Seen anything of my wife's Ma? ' I asked him. 

" * Yep/ says he. ' You done dumped her off at the 
comer of Main Street' 

" ' Where is she now? ' says I. * In that there train 
going back East,' says he." 

Steve chuckled and flipped the reins along the backs 
of his demon team. " Hold on to them ryes for Dear 
Love's sake," he implored. " We're just about at the top 
now and they'll be off again in a minute." 

Miles below and behind them a tiny huddle of build- 
ings marked the position of Macgillveray ; a shaft of 
sunshine striking fire from the corrugated iron roof of 
Obed's livery barn, A long freight train crawled west- 
wards trailing a gray ostrich plume of smoke. Further 
northwards still the plains flowed away to a misty hori- 
zon as blue and level as the line of some inland sea. 

Southwards and before them the wheat-burdened 
prairie swelled and sank in gentle roimded billows; a 
doth of gold embroidered with the green and silver of 
poplar bluffs and gemmed with the turquoise of sun- 
sparkled sloughs. Here and there were dotted little 
wooden farmsteads — ^like primitive doll's houses — ^their 
chimneys smoking cheerfully. Faintly down wind came 
the halloo of a man calling to his horses and the click- 
click of a binder as it sheared into the wind rippled seas 
of wheat. 

Steve Whitty included the whole panorama with a 
sweep of his whip. " Good country. God's country," he 
said and chirruped to his team. 

They plunged into their breast collars and once more 
the Democrat went swinging and lurching down the trail. 
He was in excellent good humor, was Steve. He shouted 
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"Gpod morning" to flocks of parti-colored canaries 
which sat along the fence wires like beads on a string; 
whooped at little rat-like gophers, sending them bobbing 
back into their holes; and spying an old brown badger 
shrinking unobtrusively through a spray of wolfwillows 
he wished it a Merry Christmas and trusted all was well 
at home. When there was nothing by the wayside to 
shout at he sang, sang at the top of his voice melancholy 
dirges about dying cowboys who with their parting 
breaths implored that they might not be buried " on the 
lone prair-ee" but who nevertheless were promptly in- 
terred where they dropped. 

" In a narrow grave six foot by three 
They buried him there on the lone prair-ee." 

Thus singing and shouting he whiled the long miles 
away and as the sun stood at its noon-tide zenith swung 
his team off the high-trail into a little by-way that 
plunged eastwards through the cotton bluffs. A hundred 
yards further on he pulled the hoi*ses up and handing the 
reins to Michael, dropped to the ground and peered 
through a gap in the trees for the space of two minutes. 
Whatever he saw satisfied him, apparently, for he climbed 
back into the wagon, whistling cheerily, and clucked to 
his beasts. 

They shot out of the cotton bluffs into a clearing in 
the center of which stood a good two-storied lumber 
house, its back to the north and the sheltering coppice, its 
face to a wide, reed-fringed slough. Steve drove the 
Democrat right up to the porch, hitched the horses to a 
post provided for that purpose, opened the house-door 
carefully and crept within. 
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Michael descended stiffly to the ground, hugging his 
precious bottles. A mongrel sheep-dog with a gray 
flecked coat and one faded eye wandered out of a shed 
and sighting a stranger came rushing towards him snarl- 
ing and barking. Michael caught it in the chest with 
his foot as it sprang, rolling it over in the dust. It 
looked extremely satisfied, picked itself up, shook itself 
and walked back whence it had come ^without another 
bark. A trio of heavy working mares, with sturdy foals 
running at their heels, galloped up from the slough edge 
and trotted along the fence whinnying to the Democrat 
team, who rumbled in response. 

"Hey, Mike!" 

Michael turned about to see Steve Whitty standing in 
the porch beckoning to him. He held a piece of white 
notepaper crumpled in his hand and had a queer, excited 
glint in his eyes. 

"What is it?" 

Steve shook the scrap of paper at him. " My wife — 
my wife has quit me/' 

" Quit you? " Michael echoed in amazement 

Steve nodded. "Yep— quit me, gone, fleed, went, 
skidooed, beat it." 

Michael's jaw dropped. Poor old Steve to come sing- 
ing, shouting, chirruping home to — ^this! Poor old 
Steve, poor old devil ! 

"By God, I'm — I'm frightfully sorry for you!" he 
exclaimed. 

" Terrible blow, ain't it? " said Steve soberly, then all 
of a sudden his eyes began to twinkle and he exploded 
into a ringing crow of laughter. 
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CHAPTER IV 

Steve Whitty sat in the kitchen rocker, his stock- 
inged feet on the window-sill ; a glass of rye whisky in 
his fist; a corn-cob pipe in his teeth; a flicker of heart- 
brimming contentment playing about his mouth. 

He lazily puffed a jet of smoke at a mosquito which 
droned against the window netting, made a motion of his 
glass towards Michael, sipped it and sighed. " By Heck, 
boy, this is the life! — this is the pure, concentrated juice, 
believe me ! " He grunted happily and snuggled deeper 
into his rocker. 

Something whispered, sadly, softly, outside the door. 

Steve reached out his foot and with his big toe de- 
pressed the latch. The door swung open revealing the 
sheep-dog sitting disconsolately on its tail on the porch. 
Having attracted attention it turned its face away, pre- 
tending it had not spoken. 

Steve whistled. " Hello, Sneezer ! What are you 
settin' outside like that for? Step inside and make your- 
self at home, old son." 

The dog hesitated, whimpering. 

"Gosh! What are you hanging back for?" Steve 
exclaimed. '* Think you're going to ketch a broom 
across your ribs, do you ? Not likely ! She's gone, boy, 
gone. Step inside like you useter and rest your face 
and hands. It's Liberty Hall again ! " 

The dog entered with a bound and rubbed itself against 
the rocker, wheezing ecstatically. 

45 
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" Me 'n him . traveled the range for years," Steve 
explained. " Greatest little cattle dawg in the North- 
west in his day. Friend o' mine — and she wouldn't let 
him inside the house, not in winter even ; said it weren't 
the place for dawgs." He puffed thoughtfully at his 
corn-cob. " 'Tweren't the place for a man, neither. She 
had it that cleaned up a human being dassent hardly come 
inside. Had to take your boots off on the porch for fear 
you'd bring some mud in with 'em; topcoat too for 
fear a sprinkle of snow would thaw off on the floor. 
Had to pretty nigh strip yourself mother-naked out 
there with the glass at twenty below zero, maybe, crawl 
in here, eat your meals and get out again. She useter 
ask a blessing before each meal, too ; and, by the Holy, 
boy, I needed 'em. I've been that cold sometimes I didn't 
have to chaw my grub at all ; I'd just set still and let my 
teeth chatter through it. And the grub! She'd got the 
notion nailed down in her head that she could cook. 
Cook! — ^huh! Believe me, Mike, if you was to have 
dropped a loaf of her bread on your foot you wouldn't 
never have walked again and her flap-jacks was that 
tough you couldn't of plugged a hole in them with a six- 
shooter, the bullets would have bounced back aitd stang 
you in the face. If I was the English Admiralty and felt 
I needed a battleship I wouldn't of wasted good money 
in buying steel and hiring plumbers, not me ; I'd of built 
one of dough and got my wife to bake it. Now I am one 
jim-dandy little doctor myself — I cooked two years for 
the Gridiron outfit down in Wyoming and never a harsh 
word — but d'you think she'd take a hint or lemme give 
a hand ? No, sir. ' Outer my kitchen you get,' she'd 
say. ' The yard's the proper place for a man.' Me 'n the 
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old dawg seen a hull lot of the yard these last three ytears; 
him dug in the straw-pile and me warming my back 
against the horses. A little o' that is liable to redooce the 
stoutest heart, Mike. Do you think I could of done this 
in the house when she was round? " He lifted his glass« 
" Or this ? '' He drummed his stockinged feet on the 
sill. " Or this? " He held up his pipe. " Could I hell! 
She'd of tongue-roasted me front and back. And my 
digestion! Three years ago I could of ate a roll of 
barbed-wire and drank a gallon of sheep-dip. But now ! 
— ^Why, if I was to imbibe a plate of soup I gotter suck 
it through a sieve." Steve swallowed the contents of his 
glass and filled it up again. 

'* One evening last June she give me an apple pie for 
supper. I was up all night convolvulating round the floor 
like a snake in torment. Next morning I hitched the 
Whizzers into the buggy and pulled out for Macgillveray 
as fast as they could leg it. The apple pie was still 
active; every now and again it would up and fetch my 
innards a kick that doubled me over the dashboard howl- 
ing like a lone wolf. I contrived a hull lot of thinking 
between spasms, believe me. * Jane Em'ly, Jane Em'ly, 
you and me has gotter sever/ says I to myself, confi- 
dential-like. * How it's going to be did Fm sure I don't 
know, for the minute, but the Lord will show a light, 
never fear.' Of course I could of jumped a train myself 
and gone back to the range again, but I didn't want to 
quit this little place — I had worked hard for it and 
was kinder wrapped up in the horses and all. No, it was 
Jane EmMy that had got to glide and I had gotter grease 
the skids for her — somehow. I unhitched at Obed's, 
chloroformed the apple pie with a dozen ryes and half a 
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bottle of Pain-killer and smouched into Ma Spriggs' for a 
bite of something eatable. There was a wedding party 
in there, two or three couples, the men sitting up stiff 
for fear they'd cut their throats on their celluloid collars, 
the ladies' Sunday stays wheezing every time they gig- 
gled. 'Way up at the far end of the table was a stranger 
sitting all by himself making a meal of sauce. He had 
a little slab of corned beef on his plate and over this he 
shed four different sorts of sauce and ketchup until there 
was a puddle there deep enough to float a duck. On top 
of this he emptied a pickle jar. It nearly made me cry 
to watch him — me with my digestion all torn to shreds. 
However, it didn't seem to be doing him no detriment, 
he was an upstanding, robustious young feller with a 
crop of hair on him like a play-actor and eyes like a sick 
calf. My ! Couldn't he operate 'em, too ! There was a 
bridesmaid across the table from him and every now and 
again he'd roll 'em at her in a manner to make your 
hair curl. Roll 'em at her he would, then sigh and turn 
away, smooth his mane back, lap a spoonful of sauce and 
start all over again. Set the poor girl all of a quiver he 
did, with his sighs and eye-rollings. She'd blush and 
bite her lip and look in the other direction— but pres- 
ently you'd see her head come round and she'd snatch 
another glance at him. 

" * Love at first blink — ^like the poet blithers about ' 
said I to myself and watched the performance, tickled to 
death. By 'n by the nuptial team adjourns for ice-cream 
sodas over at Halloran's drug store and me and the 
stranger was left alone. Presently we adjourns too— 
across to Fred's for a sip of snake-juice. As we was 
crossing Main Street we met Frieda Sticlctzcr. Now 

Digitized by L3OOQ IC 



THE BLACK KNIGHT 49 

Frieda Stieletzer, whatever else she may be, is no eye- 
balm. When Fm passing her with the Whizzers I take 
tight hold of them for fear they'll shy and upset the rig. 
Yet, will you believe me, if that young son of a gun 
didn't sigh and roll his eyes at her tool 'S'truth! He 
done so. I seen him. Beamed the joyous optic on Frieda 
Stieletzer, she with a figure like a bale of hay and a face 
like a boxing glove. I was plumb astounded. I looked 
at the feller to see had he took a touch of the sun or 
anything. He 'peared alright. Then I understood. The 
guy was a bom fascinator. He couldn't help himself no 
more than a bug can help being unpopular, it was his 
natural nature. Show him a skirt and he just had to 
captivate or bust. I had read about them birds in books, 
likewise I had known a young horse-wrangler down on 
the Panhandle once who was taken the same way — ^he 
fascinated a greaser gal a bit further than he intended 
in the end, and she insinuated six inches of cutlery into 
his ^system — ^but no matter. I was astounded again, 
astounded at my luck ; Old Tinhorn Providence had sure 
dealt me a royal flush for once. Here, right in my hands, 
ripe to be picked, was a feller who could fascinate on a 
diet of concrete and coal tar. ' Look you,' says I to him, 

* is you wanting a job of work by any chance or per- 
adventure ? ' 

" ' Nope,' says he, * I got one; over to Liebermann's, 
haying.' 
" ' What's he paying you ? ' says L * Thirty,' says he. 

* I'll give you forty,' says I. ' Is it a deal ? ' He inti- 
mates that it is, and I popped him in the rig and druv 
him out here pronto, before he could change his mind." 

Steve thrust the rocker back to its furthest extent, blew 
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a cloud of smoke at the flies on the ceiling and laughed 
aloud and long. 

" Say, Mike, but it was rich, rich I The mutt fell for 
it first crack out of the box. He hadn't been in the house 
ten miputes before he began to shine his lamps on Jane 
Em'Iy. She didn't cotton on to his antics at first but 
when she did she lapped it up as a kitten laps milk. I 
knew she would— rshe was plumb sick of me. The feller 
couldn't do no \vrong in her eyes, neither. There was 
no hardship in undressing in the porch in warm weather 
so he never grumbled at her about that. As for her 
cooking, why he admired it out loud at every meal: 
* Gosh, Mrs. Whitty,' he'd say. * Give me another hunk 
of that there dee-licious pie, if you please. I ain't bit 
nothin' so yieldin' since I done left home. It's like what 
Mother useter make,' — and so on. What is more the 
feller actually fattened on it; he must have had armor- 
plated innards, I reckon. This sort of talk and his rav- 
ing appetite flattered her pride a hull lot and she'd be 
forever fixing up little granite trifles and cast-iron delica- 
cies for him to take out haying. As I didn't appreciate 
her art I didn't get any of course — ^not that I cared a cuss 
as I was subsisting on a cache of canned goods I had 
buried behind the bam. Anyhow things started to travel. 
He took to washing up dishes for her in the kitchen, 
evenings; driving her to church Sundays and all that. 
She taught him some h3rmns and they'd haul that old har- 
monium out and yowl away together for hours on end. 
As for me I just plugged ahead with the haying and 
fencing and lived with the old dawg in the yard mostly, 
so as not to be an embarrassment to 'em. All went well. 
Just about a week ago I came gum-shoeing into the 
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parlor in my socks and through a crack in the door I 
seed the pair of 'em in the kitchen in a love-clinch. I 
pussy-footed out again and came back making a noise. 
' Sorry, folks, but I gotter go East to-morrer to Mon- 
treal,' says I. * My sister Gwennie have took a seizure. 
Think you can rustle along without me? ' 

" ' Guess so,' says Jane Em'ly, looking sideways at the 
feller. 

" ' Oh, I reckon we'll manage,' says he, looking at Jane 
Em'ly. He druv me in to Macgillveray next day to bring 
the team back — ^and I guess they traveled some. 

" I didn't go to Montreal at all, I spent a couple days 
in Winnipeg and then came home. It was alright, they'd 
gone — ^by the west bound Limited at half-past eleven on 
Saturday night — ^and I am my own man again." 

He sprang out of his chair and danced round the room 
in his socks. *'Ki yi yi yi ! Whoopee ! My own man 
again! Gee! boy, but those four words sound like music 
to me. I feel like a broncho that has busted his head- 
stall and snapped his hobbles and has the hull darn wide- 
open world a-reeling back under his hooves — ^plumb 
drtmk with freedom. My own man again! By hell I 
am that and in my own house. I'll spit if I like and 
swear if I like and drink and smoke and sing if I like; 
I'll have all them framed texts off the walls and pictures 
of dawgs and bosses put up — ^by Jing, I'll have the hell of 
a time!" 

He halted suddenly, wagging a freckled finger at 
Michael. 

"And food . . . we'll eat now, son, we'll live. I 
am one cracker jack little doctor myself— cooked two 
years for the Gridiron lay-out and not a sour look — I'll 
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fix up some little meals that'll make you wish you had 
a tail so's you could wag it. Oh, boy, this is the life !'* 

Michael nodded, laughing. "Certainly — but half a 
minute. What would you have done if, when we ar- 
rived here, you had found your wife and this other 
man had not gone? " 

"Oh, I had that all thought out. I would of fired 
him and tried to work her off on you," said Steve. 



Digitized by L3OOQ IC 



CHAPTER V 

Michael was aroused next morning by Steve Whitty 
whisking the blankets off him and growling — " Tumble 
out, tumble out; d'you want the sunlight to bum a hole 
in you?" 

"Sunlight?" Michael queried, sitting up and blink- 
ing in the glow of the candle Steve was holding to his 
face. " Sunlight?— Why, it's pitch dark! " 

" Our days start at four o'clock in harvest time ; reckon 
to be out in the field with the first blink of dawn," said 
Steve. " In this country, in harvest time, when a feller 
goes to bed he trips over himself getting up. Get a 
hustle on, kid; I'll be down in the bam." He set the 
candlestick on a packing-case and was gone. 

Michael pulled on his clothes and followed him as 
fast as he could. He found Steve in the barn forking 
manure out of the horse stalls by the light of a lantem. 
" Here, take hold of this," said he, thrusting the fork 
into Michael's hands. " See this stone-boat here ? " He 
tapped a sort of rough sledge with his toe. " Fling all 
the dung on that and toss all the clean straw back under 
the mangers. I'll take the horses down to the slough 
for a drink." 

He went out of the door with a rush, leading two 
horses in each hand. 

Michael bent to his task. By the time Steve came back 
he had nearly finished one stall. 

" Gosh I " that worthy exclaimed, " ain't you done yet? 
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You'll have to move quicker, boy. There ain't no call to 
wipe 'epi out as clean as that neither; I stall horses in 
my bam, not haughty duchesses. Leave that alone now 
and get on with the next. Watch out you don't touch 
that sorrel's heels with the fork, she'll kick you into the 
middle of next year." He picked up a currycomb and 
brush and commenced to administer a rough grooming to 
a big bay in the corner, 

Michael forked gingerly round about the chestnut mare 
who stamped up and down her stall, ears flattened, tail 
switching wickedly. 

Steve finished his grooming before the last stall was 
cleaned and tossed his brush away. " I'll go fix break- 
fast now," he said. "Harness up the plugs and feed 
'em oats and hay. The oat bin is under the winder, the 
hay in the loft." 

Michael found each horse's harness hung at the end 
of its stall. It had never been cleaned, apparently, and 
where broken was hitched together with scraps of wire 
and binder-twine. He unhooked the^big bay's trappings 
and flung them across the animal's back. It didn't look 
right somehow. He pulled it all oif and tried again, the 
other way round. Still it didn't look right. Michael 
felt annoyed. Until now had anyone asked him if. he 
knew anything about horses he would have replied un- 
hesitatingly that he knew all. He was suddenly begin- 
ning to realize that though he had been riding and driv- 
ing them most of his life he knew next to nothing about 
them. A horse to him had merely been an agreeable 
means of locomotion which a hireling brought to the 
door ready for use and fetched away as soon as it was 
done with. 
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He flung the harness over the patient bay again and 
fitted it to him piece by piece, as if it were some sort of 
Qiinese puzzle. After twenty minutes' chopping and 
changing he got the animal strapped up somehow and 
turned to the mare. But this was a different story. The 
bay was a gentleman, the sorrel very far from being a 
lady. As soon as she saw Michael approaching her 
dragging the harness she commenced to ramp from side 
to side of the stall, tossing her head and snorting. She 
caught him with her hip bone in the chest, jamming him 
against the partition and crushing the breath out of him. 
He jumped forward to avoid a second crushing and she 
came down with the full weight of her near forefoot on 
his toe. The pain was severe. Michael dropped the har- 
ness and hopped cursing out of the stall. The mare gave 
him a lightning flick with her near hind as he hopped by, 
catching him on the thigh and sending him crashing 
against the oat bin. He limped up and down the bam 
for some minutes nursing his foot and swearing at the 
top of his voice. He wa§ hot from tossing dung, humil- 
iated by his failure with the harness, hungry and bruised. 
" That damned chestnut . . . I " He picked up the 
stable broom and gave her a good hiding with the handle. 
She lashed out at him every time the handlie descended 
but he kept out of range this time and she soon saw the 
futility of it and cowered against the manger, a look of 
new respect dawning in her eye. Michael took heart, he 
felt he had at least got the better of one thing that morn- 
ing, and he was back in the mare's stall trying to fish the 
harness out from under her feet when Steve found him. 

Steve was irritable. " Gee-hoshaphat, ain't you 
through yetf '* he snapped. "Goin' to be the hull darned 
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day feeding a handful of bosses? Forty bucks a month! 
I reckon it's you ougbter pay me that for the time o' mine 
you waste — ^great suffering snakes ! What's that? " 

His eye had lighted on the big bay horse in the comer; 
he stared for a second, then yelled with laughter. 
" Trussed up like a boiled chicken, by gosh ! Tied hand 
and foot; breeching round his neck and collar upside 
down — ho boo ! *' He bubbled afresh and smacked 
Michael on the back, his good humor completely restored. 
" So help me, boy, you're some jester, you're rich, you 
are! Cut away now and grab your grub while I get 
the poor old boss untangled." 

Michael breakfasted well on the meal of bacon, fried 
potatoes, flap-jacks and maple-syrup Steve had left for 
him, washed himself hastily and went back to the yard. 

He met Steve, the four horses already harnessed to the 
binder, driving afield. The dewy world was all a-glitter 
and a-glimmer in the flush of the sunrise. Innumerable 
birds filled the green and silver bluffs with ecstatical trills 
and twitterings. Steve, swaying on the high seat of the 
binder, whistled in sympathy and cracked his whip. All 
along the ridge of little woods the echoes took it up. 
"Crack — Crack — Crack!" — ^like a line of :skirmishers 
opening fire. The four big horses tossed their heads and 
stepped out proudly; even the old dog "Sneezer" was 
touched by the magic of the morning and bounced stifily 
along before them barking and frisking with all the flash- 
in-the-pan folly of second puppyhood. The excellent 
breakfast and the clean, bright weather had mended 
Michael's temper. The pain in his crushed foot was 
hardly noticeable now and his bruised thigh was growing 
easier with every step. He felt eager for work, keen 
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for a match with this redoubtable reaping machine of 
Steve's. 

They passed through the coppices into a wheat field on 
the north side. Steve threw the cutters in gear and 
headed the binder into the crop. 

The revolving slats pressed the stalks against the 
knives, the endless belt carried the cut stuff up into the 
machine and it fell, neatly bound in bundles, into the 
carrier on the other side. When the carrier was full 
it upset its load on the stubble. When Steve had dumped 
a couple of carrier-loads he pulled up the team, got down 
and stacked the sheaves. 

" See, butts down, heads up, like that," he explained to 
Michael. " Jam 'em pretty firm so's they'll stand up in 
a wind but don't rough 'em about or you'll knock the 
grain out of the ears — get me ? " 

Michael nodded. " Right-o — ^then we'll forge ahead." 
He dragged a pair of rough horsehide gloves out of the 
sag of his shirt. " Best put these on or you'll wear your 
hands out--«-catch ! Some stookers use a fork, as it saves 
bending, but I guess you'll find your hands easiest." 

He climbed back to his perch and clicked to his horses. 

Michael picked up his first sheaves and built them into 
a stook, he built a second, a third, a fourth and a fifth. 
The team was stepping briskly, at the rate of four miles 
an hour and he had to trot between stooks to keep up 
with it, nevertheless when the binder reached the end 
of the field — ^having cut a swathe a quarter of a mile in 
length — ^he was level with it. 

Steve turned the comer and went down the other side, 
cutting inwards on all four sides of the square. Michael 
was level with him when hj reached the end of that ciit. 
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but he was beginning to sweat. The binder gained a 
hundred yards on the long run back and another fifty on 
the short end, then the twine snapped, Steve halted to 
rethread it, and Michael managed to scramble home to 
the starting-point neck and neck with him. 

" rU lift that forty dollars easily enough, Steve! " he 
called. 

Steve laughed and pointed with his whip and Michael 
saw that nine out of every ten of his first stooks had 
fallen down. By the time he had set them and the new 
ones up the binder was halfway round again. Michael 
gave up all hope of catching it that day, set his teeth on 
his disappointment and toiled along far in its wake grap- 
pling with the ever-increasing multitude of sheaves. 

At noon Steve unhitched the team from the binder. 

" Here you, give over now/' he called. *' Drive these 
plugs down to the slough for a drink, then take 'em to 
the barn and feed 'em — 'bout a gallon of oats each and 
plenty of hay." 

He handed the reins to Michael and took^a short-cut 
home to the house to cook the dinner. The horses had 
had a hard morning's work and the freshness was gone 
out of them, so that Michael had no difficulty in getting 
them watered and back to the barn. While feeding up, 
the sorrel mare — in her fever to reach her oats — ^made a 
rush forward and trod on his foot again. He thumped 
her over the soft of her nose until she backed up and then 
slipped out of her stall without getting kicked this time. 
He was learning — but the process was a confoundedly 
painful one. 

Steve allowed an hour for dinner and at one-thirty 
they were back in the field and the binder had recom- 
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menced its monotonous click and drone. Michael bent 
once more to his stooking but the spring was out of him. 
He had been going steadily since four-thirty that morn- 
ing and was dog-tired, also the heavy meal he had just 
made and the blazing afternoon heat worked on him 
like a drug. He could barely keep his eyes open and his 
limbs dragged like dead things. 

Steve was proposing to continue work until six o'clock 
and it would take him a further hour to get the horses 
put away — fourteen hours in all. Fourteen hours of this 
back-breaking, heart*breaking labor for one dollar and 
thirty-five cents, roughly. It was absurd, nobody could 
do it Steve was taking advantage of his ignorance and 
imposing on him ; he'd have it out with Steve. Yet, far 
away down the northward slopes of the hills he could 
see other binders at work. They had been working when 
Steve and he came a-field that morning, they were still 
working. He supposed that there must be other stookers 
following them. All over the immense wheat territories 
of Canada and the United States at that moment there 
must be unfortunates like himself plodding up and down 
hundreds of miles of stubble grappling with millions of 
sheaves. He had a sudden vision of them — the Army of 
the Harvest — ^a host of sun-reddened, dust-grimed men, 
flung half across a continent, toiling under a flaming sky, 
the sweat dribbling off their faces down the bosoms of 
their open shirts, toiling like devils, fourteen hours a 
day, that the cities of the world might live. 

His vision spurred him on for a few minutes. It was 
a man-sized job this, not for weaklings. He would show 
them he was no weakling, anyhow. He attacked a fresh 
heajp of sheaves and piled them into shape with a flourish. 
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Then his lassitude began to sap him afresh. Fourteen 
hours a day! It was beyond human endurance. There 
wasn't a man born could do so much. Those other 
binders would chuck it presently and the moment they 
did he would chuck it too. Neither Steve nor any other 
man should impose on him. 

He straightened his cramped back occasionally and 
looked out for the other binders, but they were always 
going on. Steve went by cracking his whip, over the 
steamy team and singing a song about a " Lulu gal.'' 
Michael sniffed, all very well for him to sing with nothing 
to do but sit on a seat and be pulled round and round a 
field all day. Lazy brute! He wished to God they 
could change places and let Steve see what work felt like 
for a bit. He bet Steve would soon get snowed imder. 
Didn't suppose he ever had stooked, had always sat on 
a seat and hired better men to do his heavy jobs. He 
glowered and grumbled, savagely whacked some sheaves 
together so that they fell over the moment after and he 
had to return and put them up again. 

As the afternoon wore on he grew too tired to rebel. 
He did not stop to look about him or take any interest 
in his surroundings. He trudged towards the nearest 
heap of sheaves, built them into a shook and trudged on 
to the next heap, three-fourths of his brain gone blank, 
his limbs working mechanically and with the greatest 
.economy of effort. He had no notion of how time was 
passing and cared not at all. He was no longer a human 
being with a heart and soul, bone and blood, but a 
machine for building sheaves into stooks — sheaves, 
stooks — sheaves, stooks. 

He did not notice that Steve was hailing him for some 
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time, then he straightened his back and growled sulkily — 
"What's the matter?" 

"Six o'clock. Quit." 

He took oyer the horses again and drove them down to 
the slough. As he paused to latch the field gate he looked 
down the slope of the Coyotes to the faraway wheat- 
lands to the north : the other binders were still going on. 
He put the horses away; following Steve's instructions 
rubbed over their sweat-caked hides with a hay-wisp, fed 
them and crawled painfully across the yard to the house. 
Steve, whistling cheerily, poured him out a mug of steam- 
ing tea and helped him to a plateful of hot meat and 
potatoes. He pushed the plate away and sat staring 
vacantly at his hands, his whole body slumping gradually 
down in his chair. 

" Bite off a chunk of that tea, it'll do you good." Steve 
advised. 

Michael took a sip, it was plentifully laced with whisky. 
He took another sip and another and then emptied the 
mug. 

Steve pushed his "plate back. " Now stoke some of this 
into you." 

Michael commenced to eat. 

Steve sat opposite him handling the teapot, sawing off 
blocks of bread all the time, whether his mouth was full 
or not Michael said never a word. Steve railed against 
cows. Cows as producers of calves and ultimately beef, 
he had no objection to, he admired them in fact ; but as 
milk-machines, no, sir! A feller didn't buy a cow, he 
married it. He was tied to the dog-gone anny-mile hand 
and foot, body and soul. Horses, when you had done 
with them, you turned loose on the range where they fed 
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and watered themselves until you were ready for them 
again. Dawgs just natchur-Uy went wherever you went 
or stayed at home and lived on gophers and buck rabbits 
— ^but do-mestic cows ! — Hell ! Twice a day, wet or fine, 
come frost, come drought ; they had to be milked. Mon- 
days, Sundays, Tuesdays, Good Fridays, Wednesdays, 
Christmas Days, Thursdays or Leap Years, Jubilees or 
Doomsdays it was all the same to them, they had to be 
tapped or they contracted milk-fever and died on yen 
Feller, perhaps, felt sick or wanted to lie abed a bit 
later of a Sunday morning. Could he? He could not. 
Sick or lazy he had to get up and spring a leak in those 
cows. Feller, maybe, went into town, met up with a 
bunch of true friends and was having a merry little old 
time when, suddenly, the shadow of the cows fell athwart 
the festivities. Feller had to tear himself away, pile into 
his buggy and rush home to help the sloppy, silly, blun- 
dering, bone-headed perishers to unload. What a life! 
When there were women and kids about the place, a 
walking cistern of natchural kine-juice was, no doubt, 
necessary, but when there were no women or kids the 
only cow Steve would tolerate on the premises was the tin 
sort. He would milk no more dog-gone cows, would 
Steve — ^now he was his own man again. He would tote 
his two Lincoln Reds over to Ma Whittenhall the very 
next opportunity and loan 'em to her, danged if he 
wouldn't ! He and Michael would live on condensed milk 
in future and lie abed on Sunday as long as they blame 
well pleased. Did Michael get him ? 

Michael mumbled an assent. The only point in Steve's 
tirade which had impressed itself on his comatose intelli- 
gence was that he could lie abed on Sundays — but that 
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was four days away, four days of fourteen hours. He 
forced his weary eyelids open and looked Steve straight 
in the face. 

'* I say, did you ever stook behind an eight-foot 
binder?" 

Steve tittered. " I guess I did, boy. I stooked behind 
that same machine. Drove it and stooked as well. 
When I first started up here and couldn't afford to hire 
help I used to drive all day and stook what I'd cut after 
supper — ^by moonlight sometimes. Oh yes, I done stooked 
in my day." He picked up some dirty plates to carry 
out to the sink. " Get your pipe and help yourself to a 
drink and take it easy," said he. '* I'll wash up." 

Michael climbed the ladder to the loft to fetch his pipe. 
His razors and brush lying on the old packing-case, which 
served for a washstand, reminded him that he had not 
shaved that day. " By Jove . . . ought to do that," 
he mumbled to himself, " ought to do that . . . must 
keep decent." He sat down on his bed for a moment's 
rest and there Steve found him a quarter of an hour 
later, lying in a still, death-like slumber. 

The red-headed man grinned, pulled the sleeper's boots 
off gently, laid a couple of blankets over him and crept 
down the ladder again. 

When Steve aroused him next morning with his custo- 
mary pleasantry about the sun burning a hole in him, he 
lay still for a few minutes wondering if he could get up. 
His back felt as if it were full of broken wooden slats 
which ground against each other ; his arms and legs ached 
and the bruise on his thigh had stiffened painfully during 
the night. He decided he could not get up, he would tell 
Steve so. But Steve had gone; if he were going to tell 
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Steve he couldn't get up, he must get up to do it. Con- 
lound Sieve! Well, he would crawl put to the barn and 
tpktid in his resignation there. 

He rolled groaning out of bed, pulled on his boots and 
hat and limped, like an old man, across the yard. Steve 
was not in the bam. Damn Steve! Where was he? 
Milking his confounded cows, most likely The four 
horses turned their heads towards him and whinnied 
anxiously for their oats. Poor devils ! Got to go round 
and rotmd that everlasting field all day dragging that 
insatiable binder. Better see to them, he supposed — 
wasn't their fault. 

He caught up the fork and commenced to sort out the 
litter. His back twinged as he bent and he swore with 
pain. The sorrel mare started and stood over to the off- 
side of her stall as If inviting him to pass. Michael noted 
this with satisf action^ " Knows my voice alright to-day. 
Well, that's one toxthe good, anyhow." 

He finished his forking and taking up the currycomb 
and brush groomed her to the best of his ability. She 
stood ijuietly throughout. He harnessed her without dif- 
ficulty, fed and hayed her. She neither stamped at him 
or kicked. A gentle glow of pride swept over him ; rather 
interesting things, horses. He polished off the other 
three and went in for breakfast. The pain in his back 
was less, his limbs were growing more supple, he felt 
better generally. He would have breakfast first (he had 
earned that much) and hand in his resignation later. 

Breakfast was ready steaming on the table; curly 
rashers on fried bread ; baked tomatoes and lashings of 
sweet coffee. Steve hung above the table as motherly as 
an old hen, smothering Michael's plate with this and that. 
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swamping his cup with coffee, praising his own cooking 
and extolling the joys of bachelorhood. 

When the meal was over Michael felt almost alive. He 
followed Steve out into the yard to hand in his resigna- 
tion but that gentleman was already en route for the field, 
driving his team before him, singing and cracking his 
whip. Michael followed after. 

It was just such another dawn as that of the preceding 
day, golden, glowing and glorious. The morning wind 
filled his lungs with cool, invigorating draughts; the 
rising sun warmed his back and set the wet grass . 
sparkling. A dewy thread of spider silk hung between 
two fence wires glimmering like a string of diamonds. 
A tiny humming bird shot across the bluff trail like an 
emerald spark. Away to the west the mirage of some 
distant prairie town hung bottom-up in the robin's egg 
blue of the sky. Not such a bad . old world, after all. 
"Can-a-da. Can-a-da. Can-a-da!" piped a meadow 
thrush from out a clump of saskatoon. "Te-wheet- 
wee-wee-ee," trilled the hidden bird chorus from the 
bluffs — ^as though in approbation. Not such a bad coun- 
try, after all — if only one hadn't to work so infernally 
hard. 

Michael reached the field and looked about for Steve. 
He was away at the far end. No good walking after 
him, would wait until he came round — ^then resign. His 
eye lit on a bundle of \iropped sheaves. Might as well 
stick this one up while he was waiting. He hooked four 
sheaves by the strings with the fingers of both hands 
and jammed the heads together. They stood as if for 
ever. He piled the remainder on this foundation and it 
still stood solidly. That was rather neat Had done the 
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trick in about two movements. Wondered if he could 
bring it off again. He tried and succeeded. He paused 
and scratched his head. If one were to go up and down 
the line instead of following the binder round and round 
it would save a lot of walking. He would try it. He 
might as well polish off yesterday's residue and make one 
clean day's job of it. . . . 

"Time! Quit! Give over! Stop! Whoa! Cease! 
Heave to! — don't you want no blame dinner at all?" 
came the voice of Steve across an acre of stubble. 

" What's the matter now ? " Michael shouted. 

" Been hollering to you fit to split my throat these last 
five minutes — ^me 'n the bosses pines for our grub if you 
don't It's ten past twelve, you mutt ! " 

Michael sighed with relief and took over the horses. 
He had had a hard morning, but he had accomplished 
something, he had learnt the trick of making the beastly 
things stand up and he had cut his walking down by half. 
Also he had cleaned up a considerable patch of ground. 
He glanced back over his shoulder to where his stooks 
stood regular and firm in orderly rows and went down 
to the slough humming with awakened self-respect. He 
had earned his dinner and would resign afterwards. But 
somehow or other he could not get the words out, 
partly because his mouth was usually too full of excel- 
lent pork and beans and partly because there were 
no gaps in Steve's monologue — and then after din- 
ner Steve was gone again before he could button-hole 
him. 

The combination of heat and dinner played havoc with 
him once more and he reeled with drowsiness. Likewise 
his finger-tips — in spite of the horse-hide gloves — ^were 
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getting sore through incessant prodding into hard straw. 
Several times he looked about for Steve but on every 
occasion that melodious husbandman was at the far end 
of the field. He slipped into his semi-conscious, mechani- 
cal gait as the day went on and cleared up a further con- 
siderable acreage. He went to bed that night at eight 
o'clock, without shaving and in his clothes, but this time 
he took his own boots off. 

He woke up next morning conscious that he had not 
yet managed to resign and that he was beastly stiff, but 
not so beastly stiff as he had been the day before — ^also 
that there were only three days now to Sunday. He 
might as well see the week out; after all he had the trick 
of stooking now and the sorrel mare respected him. 
Three days more of it, then. Those three days remained 
evermore in his memory distorted like an evil dream. He 
saw himself out on a great, everlasting plain of wheat. 
Wheat, wheat, wheat rolling unbroken to the far hori- 
zon, miles and miles of it, all to be cut and stooked. A 
red-headed singing demon rode in front of him on a giant 
binder which, somehow or other, he must catch up with 
or perish. Every time he got near the binder it sucked 
immense mouthfuls of wheat into its maw and spewed 
it out again in a rushing, tumbling torrent of sheaves 
which overwhelmed and defeated him. 

Interminable, intolerable days of trudging .the sharp 
stubble on blistered feet; handling innumerable sheaves 
with blistered fingers; shirt gummed to back with 
sweat, eyes stinging with it — and always that binder 
clicking and droning on ahead. However, even they, 
the endless days, came to an end at last and it was 
Stmday. 
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Michael woke up at four o'clock out of habit, grunted 
luxuriously, turned over and slept on until ten. Steve's 
head rose through the trap. 

" I ain't here to disturb you, I only came to warn you 
that the day's your own. I've turned the bosses out in 
the slough paddock for the day and there's all sorts of 
cold grub in the safe if you want it — Nothing for you 
to do. Just lie still and relax all over. Me, I'm off to 
Ma Whittenhairs with the two cream-factories towing 
behind the Democrat. I'm going on to fix up about 
threshing after that so shan't be back till supper time. 
So-long." 

Michael got up, boiled a kettle of water and removed 
his six-day beard. Then he went down to the slough and 
bathed. The cool water rippling over his back was de- 
licious; he buried his face in it again and again, swim- 
ming slowly, wallowing and rolling like a basking seal. 
A flock af wild duck rose out of the reeds as he neared 
them and went away to the north driving a whirring 
wedge into the blue air. 

He turned over on his back, paddled leisurely to the 
bank and put on his first chang:e of clothes. The feel of 
clean linen was almost as delightful as that of the water 
had been. He lit his pipe and lay in the grass under a 
wolf willow watching the big bay horse nosing about 
among the slough-side bullrushes and the sorrel mare 
rolling like a dog in the curled prairie wool. He felt a 
strong sense of comradeship with them. Poor devils, 
they must have been pretty nearly as dead beat as he was, 
going rotmd and round., Still — somebody had to get in 
the wheat. " And we did handle a healthy limip of the 
stuff last week, didn't we, old chap? " said Michael aloud 
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to the bay horse, who mumbled softly at him and con- 
tinued his search for green rush shoots. 

Michael picked himself up and strolled back to the 
house for dinner. Yes, they had handled their fair 
share of it — ^yet there were still a good few sheaves un- 
stooked; the binder was well ahead of him; Steve and 
the horses had had the best of the week. Confound 
them! He made a good meal off cold meat and a can 
of apricots, then put in an hour's siesta under the willow 
bush again. 

At about three o'clock he thought he would go for a 
stroll so he unhooked a pair of field-glasses Steve had 
once won in a raffle, sauntered down the cutting to the 
high trail and turned right-handed back along the bluffs. 
He halted on a little knoll which gave a wide view down 
the hill slopes to the north, spread himself in a bed of 
black-eyed Susans and put up the glasses. The other far- 
away binders which he had watched so often and so 
anxiously had done good work during the week. Great 
shaven patches of stubble were eating everjrwhere into the 
wind-rippled yellow of the crops. How about their 
stooking? Michael's glasses searched along the shaven 
patches for the little conical stacks. In every case they 
ran right up to the binder wheels. There must be stout 
fellows in the land! He hoped to goodness none of them 
were lying out conning his field through glasses. No 
matter, he was only a greenhorn as yet, next week he'd 
show them. Still he would have arrears to make up. 
He rose and strolled on along the crest, vaguely troubled. 
At the field gate he paused and looked at bis week's work. 
Lines and lines of stooks all standing up firm and orderly. 
Good business ! It had cost him something that, but he 
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had accomplished it Yet that big patch of unstooked 
sheaves spoiled the look of it horribly. He would have 
to deal with them before he could start again. Should 
he? Should he? 

"No, by God, I won't!" he snapped aloud. "I've 
earned a day off. I'm tired and Steve ordered me to 
rest. The binder will break down sometime and I'll get 
level." He turned towards the house. 

• • • • • • • 

He was just getting into bed that night when Steve 
returned. Michael heard the quick thudding of the 
Whizzers' hooves as they swung into the yard, the 
asthmatic barking of the old dog Sneezer and the creak 
of the barn door's protesting hinges. Presently he heard 
Steve moving in the kitchen below, then the climip of 
boots on the ladder and the farmer's head poked throujgh 
the trap. 

" Say, are you awake, Mike?" 

" Yes." 

" I done passed by the big wheat field. Who finished 
the stooking there? " 

" I don't know. Fairies, I suppose." 

Steve chuckled and backed down the ladder. 

" Right-o— but I just looked in to mention that you get 

your forty dollars as from Tuesday last. Good night, 

son." He withdrew his head and let the trap fall. 

Michael could hear him in his room below singing the last 

verse of his Broncho Buster song, in which the Buster is 

supposed to be addressing the Bust. 

" So ho, young 'vin the f ooling's done 
The agony is through. 
You ken bet I know 
For years ago 
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I were young and wild like you. 

When I took the bit 

I hated it 
And fought for my old free joy. 
Our hearts is broke and our hides is sore 
But we savvy a heap as we didn't before. 
So now get ready — get ready and steady. 

To toil with the Prairie Boy ! " 
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CHAPTER VI 

Harvesting proceeded as relentlessly as before but 
Michael was never again distressed as he had been during 
that first nightmare week. He had found his gait and the 
line of least resistance. His sore fingers grew calloused 
and he saved his feet by lining his boots with insoles of 
brown paper. He had sweated off every ounce of fat 
and his body worked with the smooth precision of a 
perfect machine. It grew hungry for action. Demanded 
more and more work every day, tackled and dealt with 
it. He never managed to shake off' the numbing drowsi- 
ness of the after-dinner hour but evening found him 
working as strongly and fast as at dawn. He could never 
relax, he had to be stooking at top-speed always to keep 
up with the binder, but on the other hand it never man- 
aged to snow him under. On one occasion the knotting 
gear persistently went wrong and threw the machine out 
of action for some hours. Michael spent a delightful 
afternoon snoozing on the shady side of a stook, waking 
up, now and again, to jeer at Steve who was tinkering 
about with spanners and things, grimly silent except for 
periodical bursts of incendiary language. When the 
binder stopped on the Saturday evening of the second 
week the field was stooked up behind it to the last 
straw. 

Michael had his bath next morning; Steve who could 
not swim, sitting on the bank throwing in sticks for him 
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to fetch in his mouth as if he had been a dog. In the 
afternoon they hitched the Whizzers to the Democrat and 
went visiting. 

Their destination was a large farm some twelve miles 
away, up hill and down dale, but the Whizzers, frantic 
with the high spirits resulting from a week's idleness, 
covered the distance in an hour. 

"This here guy, Lutyens, is some cultivator," Steve 
explained, as he piloted his team towards a large stone 
house that stood among a cluster of orderly bams. 
" He's from the Old .Country like you, but there's no 
prairie-bom around here could teach him anything. Came 
out some nine or ten years ago, worked for a bit as a 
hired man with Gus Liebermann at twenty-five dollars 
per, then fired himself and went to work for Christ Oddy 
at fifteen per, 'cos he reckoned Christ could grow two 
bushels where Gus could grow one. Then he did a year 
at the Experimental Farm at next to nothing per to learn 
what not to do. When he'd imbibed all that he came back 
here, bought a half section, homesteaded a free quarter 
section next door and preempted another. All the 
knowing folks said he'd bit off more'n he could masti- 
cate; swore he'd be flat busted and down and out in a 
year — said so myself loudest of any. Two years after 
that, dash and wither me if he didn't up and buy another 
section, cash on the nail, and to-day he's got four sec- 
tions broken up and under crops. Plows, God knows 
how many acres a day, with a gang of eight or ten shares 
towing behind a traction engine ; plows all night too, with 
a big white headlight fixed in front of the tractor. Does 
his own threshing and don't give a damn for nobody. 
All the knowing folks now say ' I done told you so; saw 
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plainly that the feller was a winner from the start * — I 
say so myself loudest of any — ^How, boys ! " 

He waved his whip at half a dozen men who sprawled 
on the ground in the shade of a bam. 

" How, old sorrel-top! " they shouted. " What cheer, 
eld scarlet-runner ! " " Rub your head and make the 
sparks fly!" 

*' Is it true that your hair's so hot you gotten wear 
asbestos hats, Steve, old scout? " 

A squat, bow-legged fellow with long, trailing arms 
like a gorilla and a narrow sad face leaped up 
from the ground and commenced to clog-dance, dron- 
ing some wordless chant, snapping his fingers and 
stamping. 

" Lifelike imitation of that beaut-chus Spanish dancer, 
La belle Macaroni, as performed before all the crowned 
heads and tails of Yurrup, including Brigham Young 
and Maria Corelli . . ."he panted. "How do you 
think Fd look on the stage, Steve, my love, with my face 
and figure ? " 

" First class," said Steve. " Dolled up in a little red- 
flannel reach-me-down and swinging by your tail to a 
trapeze, you'd look first class." 

The little man halted and regarded Steve reproach- 
fully. "You've insulted me now, curse you! I'm of- 
fended. I shan't speak to you again until next Wednes- 
day week — so there ! Hie one of you scurvy varlets un- 
ravel this haughty stranger's mettlesome palfreys for 
him, I'm sulking." He flung himself back on the ground, 
pulled his hat brim over his eyes and snored. 

Michael, with the assistance of a massive slow-moving 
Cockney, took the Whizzers out and put them away in 
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an immense, well-kept, well-built stable. As he came out 
he heard Steve talking to somebody just .aroimd the 
comer and knew instinctively that he himself was the 
subject. 

" Greenhorn? " a quiet voice inquired. 

"Yah, just out. Picked him up on the train/* said 
Steve. 

"Shape well?" 

" dhampion. He's a dam good colt. Has handled all 
the work I've given him. I qouldn't wish — " He broke 
off on noticing Michael and motioned towards his com- 
panion. " Here, boy — meet Mr. Lutyens." 

Lutyens held out his hand and they shook. Michael 
looked at the redoubtable wheat-grower with curiosity. 
He was nothing like what he had expected. He had 
somehow pictured a big, forceful creature, loud with 
energy and success, but instead of that he saw a slenderly 
built man — slender almost to frailty — of under medium 
height and in the late thirties. His face was delicately 
cut but his mouth under the clipped mustache was pur- 
poseful and the gv^^ eyes behind a large pair of strong 
'Spectacles were wonderfully direct and unflinching. He 
wore a white tennis shirt, open at the throat, carefully 
creased gray flannel slacks and smart tan shoes. There 
was something scholastic about him, Michael thought and 
at the same time felt that he would be a master few boys 
would care to take any liberties with. He also had a 
vague idea that they had met before. Lutyens nodded 
pleasantly. 

" I hear you are just out," he said, speaking softly, yet 
most distinctly. "Steve been trying to' break your 
back?" 
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Michael grinned. " Oh, I don't know — ^I'm still alive, 
anyhow." 

"Good for you. Fm sure I couldn't have said as 
much with any certainty after my first week of stooking. 
It's a miserable drudgery. When I was following old 
Gus Liebermann's rattle-trap I used to puzzle my brain 
trying to devise some means of doing it by machinery. 
I never succeeded but somebody will some day and that 
somebody will be a working stooker. Some overdriven, 
hand-blistered, desperate poor devil racking his wits for 
a way out. That's how most inventions happen, I fancy 
— Care to come inside? " 

They strolled towards the house, Steve turning in 
among the group of laborers. The bow-legged comedian 
was now manipulating three cards on a saddle blanket, 
chanting race-course patter and inviting the onlookers 
to bet 

"Walk up, my lucky lads! Spot the Dame and my 
money's yours ; this is my twenty-first birthday and I'm 
squandering my patrimony for pure devilment. Put 
down a dollar and pick up ten. If you don't speculate 
you won't accumtdate. Come on, back your fancy, you 
lousy shysters ! " 

" My cook, that," said Lutyens, pushing open the front 
door. "Wonderful chap; been everywhere and done 
ever)rthing and everybody. Soldiering in India; labor 
recruiting in the South Seas; shearing and gum digging 
in New Zealand ; singing in Sydney music halls. I.D.B. 
detective in Kimberley, bartending in Rio and goodness 
knows what else — ^and now Odysseus has come to anchor 
here with me." 

A rosy, buxom, middle-aged woman crossed them in 
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the passage, smiled at the master and went on towards 
the kitchen. Lutyens nodded after her. "That's his 
anchor," he said. " She was an old love of his and he 
found her again after many years on the rocks and 
drinking herself to death in Toronto. He married her, 
brought her west and planted her out here where she 
can't get any liquor. They're a model couple, devoted to 
each other. They look after the place every winter while 
I'm at home — Come into the office; it's my den really, 
but I call it * the office ' to scare people away." 

He led into a small room off the hall. It was a 
comfortable little place scented with tobacco smoke — 
containing a littered table and two comfortable deck 
chairs. A lightweight English pigskin saddle rode a 
peg over the window and. on every wall hung framed 
photogravures of race horses. Michael examined one; 
it was of the famous steeplechaser " Matchbox " and 
underneath the horse's name and performances he read 
" Ridden by Mr. L. de B. Lutyens.^' He turned on his 
host who was sitting on the table edge wiping his' spec- 
tacles with a cambric handkerchief. 

"I say, are you the Lutyens? The chap that rode 
' Pollyanna ' in the National two years ago ? " 

The scholastic farmer nodded. 

** I thought I had seen you somewhere before," said 
Michael. **I lost a pot of money over you that 
time." 

Lutyens laughed. " Sorry. Wasn't my fault or the 

mare's either. We were well up with lots in hand but 

* Ballymahan,' who was going spare, knocked us head 

over breakfast into Beecher's Brook. Sorry we spilt 

, your money, though." 



Digitized by L3OOQ IC 



78 THE BLACK KNIGHT 

" Oh, that didn't matter. I expect you dropped far 
more of your own." 

Lutyens shook his head. "Not likely. I never bet; 
can't afford to— except on certainties. But talking of 
seeing people before — ^what is your name, by the way? " 

"Thorley— why?" 

Lutyens studied him with his direct disconcerting gaze. 
"I saw a chap playing inside right three-quarter for 
Oxford at Richmond two seasons ago who was the dead 
spit of you. I noted him because of his extraordinary 
swerve. His name was Winter, though. Dead spit of 
you." 

Michael felt his color deepening under the scrutiny 
and changed the subject " Did you say you went home 
every year?" 

Lutyens was stuffing a short briar pipe and pushed the 
tobacco jar over to him. " Yes, I manage to now. You 
see there's nothing doing here while the land's frozen up 
so ^.tum the men off and the horses out, leave ' Happy * 
— that's the cook — ^in charge and go home and hunt. I 
do it on the cheap of course ; second-class passage and all 
that. I usually rent a cottage somewhere outside Dublin, 
handy for the Ward Union, buy a couple of good young- 
sters and look after them myself. I sell the horses as 
'made hunters' at the end of the season which about 
pays for their keep and I'm back here before the ice is 
out of the St. Lawrence." 

" I should have thought a big place like this would 
have been able to stand a first-class ticket," said Michael. 

" I put seventy per cent of all profits back again in im- 
provements," Lutyens explained. "In a year or so t 
shall sell out at forty dollars the acre — including all 
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buildings, stock and machinery — and retire home for 
good; you'll never catch me out of the saddle after 
that'' 

" I wonder you ever left it, seeing you're so keen." 

" Couldn't afford to live at home. I had very little 
capital so I had to get out and get busy with what I had. 
I reckon that in a couple of years I shall have increased 
it very nearly one thousand per cent ; from two thousand 
to twenty in twelve years. Not so bad, eh? — still this 
has been a kind country to me and my luck has been in 
all round the course." He lit his pipe, dropped into one 
of the canvas chairs and talked on in his singularly low 
voice, spoke simply, without either boast or bitterness, of 
the struggles of his early days, of droughts and frosts; 
sickness and loneliness ; of blind gropings through deadly 
blizzards and week-long battles with prairie-fires. That 
he had had good luck there was no doubt — ^he gave in- 
stances of it again and again — ^but there was also no 
doubt that he had ridden it as straight and skilfully as 
any crack jumper he had steered to victory at Aintree 
or Punchestown. 

A gong clamored outside the house and was greeted 
by loud huzzas from the yard. 

" Supper," said Lutyens, knocking out his pipe. 
*' Hark to the lads howling like a pack of wolves over a 
kill. There's one point in favor of this harvesting, a man 
can eat his own weight three times a day." 

The two passed into a large room, down the center of 
which ran a long table covered with American oilcloth 
and laden with food. The men poured in at the door, 
plumped themselves down on the benches and stoked their 
inouths with both hands. '* Happy," the cook, hung 

Digitized by L3OOQ IC 



80 THE BLACK KNIGHT 

about the doorway watching them, a homemade chefs 
cap cocked over one ear. 

"This is a wonderful life, a great country!" he 
drawled. "When I was a nipper I use to pay good 
money to go to the Zoo and hear the animals feed — ^now 
I get paid for it ! " 

A gray-eyed Prince Edward Islander flung a pancake 
at him. He caught it deftly in his left hand, wiped his 
brow with it as if it had been a handkerchief and put it 
in his apron pocket. 

"You shall have that back again for breakfast, 
* Spuds.' Professor Olson, the pride of Spitzbergen, 
will now oblige with his celebrated sword-swallowing 
trick of eating boiled peas with his knife. There is abso- 
lutely no deception about this, ladies and gentlemen, no 
springs or clips concealed in the Professor's sleeves or 
trousers. One slip and he'd cut his throat. Less noise 
from those small boys in front, there. Play a little soft 
music on the drum, please. Thank you. Now proceed. 
Professor, proceed. Mr. Hartigan, Mr. Hariigan, I ap- 
plaud a hearty feeder, but do try to keep your face out of 
the stew, you'll get your ears wet in a minute." 

A woman's voice called to him from the kitchen and 
he disappeared. 

" Keeps up the patter all along," Lutyens explained to 
Michael. " It's a feature of the place, the men enjoy it 
and come back year after year for more. I'll give you a 
tip, if you ever come to run a gang of fellows like this, 
feed 'em well and keep 'em amused after hours — ^but 
above all feed 'em. You'll get a reputation as a * good 
outfit ' and can pick your men. This bunch of mine — " 
he nodded towards the munching giants, "are all top- 
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notchers, they'll travel any speed you like to ask *em and 
take a pride in it." 

He pushed back his chair, went out of the room and 
returned with a couple of bottles of whisky. 

" Seeing we polished up the three hundred acres a day 
ahead of time, I guess drinks are on the house," said he, 
setting the bottles on the table. 

"Shucks, that's nothin', Lut," said a big stooker, 
pouring a stiff dose into his mug. " We'd be two days 
ahead of skedool if the dog-gone old binders wasn't ever- 
lastingly hitchin'." 

The binder men rose at him. " * Everlastingly hitch- 
in'!' you great Missouri bluffer — why, I ain't had 
more'n a two-minute stop this season." 

" Aw, cut out the bull, Jem, I gave you all you wanted 
last week, the juice was dripping from you." 

" That weren't sweat," boomed a stooker. " Not 
sweat at all. It was tears. H]e was crying to see 
the way you mishandled them bosses. Drivel Why, 
you couldn't drive a wheelbarrow through the Marble 
Arch without bumping something! " 

" They're off now," grinned Lutyens. " They'll rag 
like this for hours." 

"Do you let them?" Michael asked; it struck 
him that the controversy was getting dangerously 
heated. 

Lutyens laughed. " I encourage it all I can. It seldom 
comes to blows and stimulates healthy competition. To- 
morrow morning the binders will be doing their damned- 
est to snow the stookers under and the stookers will be 
trying to get up to the binders and lift the sheaves out 
of the carriers, with the result that I shall probably be 
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two days ahead of time after all. Oh, it's competition, 
my son, that makes the world go round." 

Steve stood up to* go. The controversy was deferred 
for the contestants to combine in a volley of final criti- 
cisms of his personal appearance, with special reference 
to red hair. He replied with some telling single shots 
and escaped from the room before they could gather 
for a second fusillade. 

Lutyens helped them harness the Whizzers and shook 
Michael's hand before he jumped aboard after Steve. 

" Call round 'and see us any Sunday," he said. " I'm 
glad to have met you." 

" Thanks, I will," Michael called, as the horses pltmged 
into their breast-straps. " Good night." 

" He's a sound head, that Lutyens," said Steve pres- 
entiy, as he swung his furious team into the on-sweeping 
dusk. *' I don't grudge him any of his success. What 
are you thinking of, boy ? " 

" Me," said Michael. *' Oh, I was thinking we ought 
to polish off our big wheat field this week — ^that is if 
your dog-gone old binder doesn't everlastingly hitch — 
What are you laughing at ? " 

" Nothing," said Steve, " nothing — ^and even so can't 
a man laugh?" 
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They finished cutting the big wheat field that week 
and went on to clean up some smaller patches. Michael 
had a good grip of the job by now and was even getting 
slightly bored by the monotony of it. He was very far 
from being low-spirited, however. Steve was feeding 
him as though he had been a fighting cock. The red- 
headed man loved cooking for its own sake, was contin- 
ually springing new dishes and working out cunning 
combinations with the scanty ingredients at his disposal. 

Michael felt fitter physically than he had been since he 
left school and he was not a little condition-proud, arro- 
gant with well being and eager to take his chance with 
any man. 

He got his chance before long. 

They h^d taken an afternoon off to buy stores in Mac- 
gillveray. Shopping over, Michael went ahead to Obed's 
barn to hitch in the Whizzers. He found one of the 
horses had been taken out of its stall and tied up outside 
in the sun and a skew-bald saddle pony put in its place. 
He knew Obed had not done this because Obed had been 
in Fred's saloon for the last hour drinking anybody's 
good health who liked to subscribe the necessary where- 
withal. At that moment a short, square built man came 
in and went to the skew-bald's stall. Its owner evi- 
dently. Michael went up to him. " Did you take my 
horse out of there? " 

" Sure," the man replied, without looking up. 

83 
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" Why ? " Michael demanded. 

'* 'Cos my cayuse is come over sick and your'n ain't" 

This took some of the wind out of Michael's sails. 

" Oh ! — ^well, another time you want to pull other 
people's horses about, you ask first. Understand? " 

The man turned a pair of cold gray eyes on him and 
said slowly—" Oh, go plumb to Hell! " 

Without further ado Michael aimed a right bander for 
the point of the other's jaw. It grazed his left ear. 
Michael went on impelled by his impetus and then was 
brought up with a short jolt in the stomach. With in- 
credible rapidity the man had taken in the situation, side- 
stepped and short-armed with his left Michael gasped 
and jumped back out of the stall. 

The man followed him with an odd, waddling gait, his 
cold eyes sparking with a white, frozen fire. *' By Christ, 
I'll kill you for that," he muttered through his set teeth. 

Michael danced back several steps and then went at 
him like a whirlwind. The man hunched himself sud- 
denly forward, whipped down Michael's shooting left 
with his right and propped him hard in the throat with 
the other hand. Michael made a despairing hook with 
his right and it ricocheted harmlessly over the other's 
ducked head. He danced back again, choking from the 
blow on his throat The other man waddled after him, his 
head hunched down in his shoulders, his bitter eyes glint- 
ing along his fists as if they had been rifle sights. 
Michael feinted with his left for the point again. The 
man flicked his head sideways, took the knock on his 
collar bone, propped for the throat once more with his 
right and drove his left home into Michael's stomach. 
Michael managed to hook him on his undefended left 
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cheek, but there was little power behind it, the stomach 
blow jarred him off his legs as he made it — ^as the other 
man had counted on its doing. He went over^backwards 
into the Whizzer's stall, with the terrified horse rearing 
against the manger and the other man on top of him, 
smashing blows home on his head and forearms and 
kicking viciously at his ribs. Michael was thoroughly- 
scared. This wasn't a fight, it was murder. The fellow 
really did intend to kill him. 

He rolled over somehow and launching suddenly for- 
ward butted his opponent below the knees with his 
shoulder at the same time dragging his ankles up. The 
man came down with a rim and Michael flung himself 
over him, pounding his face with both fists. The man 
shut his eyes and teeth and took the hammering without 
a sound, though one blow split his nose and another his 
mouth, then his hands flashed up and grabbing Michael's 
arms above the elbows commenced to work downwards 
to his wrists. Michael gripped him by the ears and tried 
to whack his head against the concrete floor. The man 
heaved under him ^ like a trucking horse and they went 
rolling over and over up the stall towards the plunging 
Whizzer, growling like a pair of locked dogs. The man's 
hands made a final, slip and securing Michael's wrists, 
began to bend them back. Michael wrenched frantically 
this way and that but it was useless, he was held as 
though in a pair of steel handcuffs. His wrists were 
bending slowly, surely, the pain was excruciating. He 
rolled again and came uppermost, wheezing with agony. 
The torn mouth beneath him showed a thin gleam of 
bloody teeth, a triumphant grin. The puckered eyes 
began to open, glinting murder. He saw himself in an- 
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other moment, defenseless, pinned up in that bam with 
two broken wrists while that other man beat him to death 
at his leisure. The man's eyes were fully open now, 
blazing with unthinkable evil. Michael's wrists were 
red hot — snapping. He screwed himself up to take the 
pain of them as they cracked and flung himself sideways 
in a last despairing roll. 

Something flashed past his head; the grip on his wrists 
relaxed suddenly and he reeled to his feet, free. 

The man lay on his back, his arms dropped at hi^ side, 
quite dead, Michael thought. He leaned against a stall 
upright, dizzy and frightened. The man's heart must 
have failed suddenly, he had not struck him a single 
vital blow that he knew of, had hardly hit him at all. 
There were no witnesses to prove that though. He 
would be run in for murder — Murder ! 

A man came into the bam. He looked up and saw it 
was Steve. 

"What's the matter, son?" said the farmer glancing 
at him curiously. 

Michael pointed to the body of the other man. Steve 
dropped on his knees beside him. 

" Great Snakes, it's Ben O'Brien! " he cried. 

" We — we were fighting," said Michael. 

Steve stared at him, his eyes round with amazement. 
"Fighting! and you knocked out Ben O'Brien — youf 

Michael shook his head. " No, no, I didn't. That's 
just it, I don't know what happened. We were fighting, 
as I said; wrestling, at the moment, down there. He 
had me beaten to a finish, then all of a sudden he let go — 
I don't know why, I never touched him, I didn't, hon- 
estly." 
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Steve looked at him, then up the stall, then bent for- 
ward over O'Brien again. 

" Was you underneath? " he asked. 

" Yes, at the moment, I had just rolled." 

Steve grunted. " Thought so, and you can thank your 
stars you did, otherwise it would of been you the Whizzer 
kicked and not him." 

"What?" 

" Sure thing. Here's the hoof mark on his head — 
see?" 

Michael gasped with inexpressible relief. "Then I 
didn't kill him?" 

" Neither you nor anybody else. He ain't dead yet or 
anywhere near it. Kinder mesmerized for the moment, 
that's all. It would take more'n a flick from an unshod 
hoss to deaden Ben O'Brien, I reckon. How did it come 
about, boy?" 

" Oh, I don't know. We had a few words." 

" * Words,' you call it ! Huh !. You got wonderful 
powers of expressing yourself, I own. Well, next time 
you drift into conversation with the ex-middleweight 
champion of Western Canada, see to it that you've got 
three foot of lead piping up your sleeve and that he 
hasn't. Hit him first when he ain't looking, hit him hard 
and keep right on hitting him till he's dead." 

"You've odd ideas about playing the game, I must 
say," mumbled Michael, nursing his split knuckles 
tenderly. 

Steve spluttered. "Oh, shucks! You Englishmen 
make me ache with your fool talk about the ' Game ' ! 
What's the sense of taking on a trained man-killer like 
Ben O'Brien at his own trade? You wouldn't join in no 
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biting match with a Bengal tiger or a hugging competi- 
tion with a grizzly bear, would you ? I tell you right here 
you would not. The only intercourse you'd have with 
them would be down the barrel of the darnedest, biggest, 
rip-roarer of a rifle you could find. Fighting in this 
country ain't one of the rekemized parlor pastimes, son. 
Fellers out here don't scrap under no Queensberry rules, 
they never heard of 'em; when they fight they fight to 
save their precious lives and the contests is inclined to 
be unladylike. Take my advice and don't embark on no 
manual argument unless you're willing to risk disfigure- 
ment for life, because, out in these parts, a dispute don't 
end when a man goes down for a ten count, no sir, the 
victorious party is liable and apt to trample him out of 
shape while he can, so as there won't be no come back." 
He shook his head at Michael. " Oh, I'm riled at you, 
Mike, I'm riled and I admit it. Why, if the Whizzer 
hadn't got scared and lashed out you'd have been in such 
a mess now you wouldn't of recognized yourself if the 
two of you had met in a looking-glass." 

*'Well, that would have been my funeral, wouldn't 
it? " Michael growled. He was in considerable pain. 

"Your funeral! What about me?" Steve inquired. 
"Where would I have picked up another harvester at 
this time of day? As it is you won't be worth two cents 
a pound for some time. Boys will be boys, I know, but 
I wish you wouldn't be so all fired selfish in your pleas- 
ures ! " 

He dragged the apparently lifeless O'Brien along the 
center way by his armpits and dumped him down on some 
loose hay in the comer. 

" Obed will rinse a bucket of water over the cuss when 
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he comes in. Hustle up, son, let us be quit out of here 
before Ben sits up and takes notice, he's liable to be 
kinder riled with you and start some more festivities. 
Get a move on." 

They hitched in the horses without further ado and 
drove out of town into the swift-striding northern dusk. 
Michael crouched faint and sick on the seat beside Steve, 
faint with the pain of those crumpling body blows, sick 
with a bitter knowledge he had got from that other man's 
eyes. 
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Steve was right ; it was some days before Michael got 
back into form again. O'Brien was too old a hand to 
waste time over gallery play, he had hit where it would 
hurt and hurt it did. However, Michael was young and 
fit and it did not take him long to recover. His deepest 
woimd was to his pride. It is a humiliating thing to 
feel that you are a lord of creation and then to be taken 
and handled as though you were a yearling child; that, 
had it not been for the intervention of a startled horse, 
you would have been either in your coffin or hospital 
ere now. That his opponent was an ex-prizefighter and 
a notorious bully was some consolation however. 

Although the affair threw Michael somewhat behind- 
hand with his work Steve was entirely satisfied with the 
episode. The youngster had been fancying himself more 
than a little and was spoiling for a thrashing. He had 
had it now. Steve was profoundly grateful to O'Brien 
for doing a job he was beginning to fear he would have 
to undertake himself — a job which would be most dis- 
tasteful even if he could have accomplished it. Having 
successfully nursed Michael through the first trying days 
of his Colonial life, he had grown quite interested in 
him — as a horse-breaker grows interested in a colt shap- 
ing creditably — and he wanted no bad blood between 
them. He was also very doubtful if he could thrash this 
tall stooker of his, when all was said. In his day he had 
taken a leading part in many a ferocious rough and 
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tumble, but he was getting on now and like most cow- 
punchers and men who have spent their best years in 
the saddle, leg-tied. 

He pulled up his horses, screwed round on the binder- 
seat and took a look at Michael, who was twenty yards 
away piling sheaves together. The boy was slim but full 
of spring and fire, he was as straight as a whipstick and 
had a good spread to his shoulders. Steve noted the stub- 
born up-curve of the chin, the thin hooked nose and the 
pale blue, impatient eyes. 

He clucked to his team and went on. " No, he'd lick 
me. He's too quick, too quick," he said, shaking his 
head, "too rapid for this work altogether . . . never 
stick it . . . might as well hitch a racehoss to a drag 
harrow ... he wants to gallop and he will gallop 
. . . into some almighty deep mess if he don't look 
out." 

The cutting was finished by moonlight at ten o'clock 
one Saturday night. They drove over to the Lutyens' 
place next day and found that that energetic outfit were 
deep in threshing. Steve spent an hour closeted with 
the owner and in the end persuaded him to come and 
thresh at his place after their own big job was done. 

Monday Steve and Michael spent repairing a couple of 
hay racks and lifting them on wagon bodies and on Tues- 
day drove over to the Whittenhall place, about six miles 
distant ; Michael in one rack driving the sorrel mare and 
a dun; Steve in the other behind an iron gray and one 
of the Whizzers-^the big bay horse having rubbed a 
shoulder and been turned out to grass. 

They arrived at the farm shortly before dawn, were 
given a steaming breakfast along with a dozen or so 
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other strange men and at sunrise were rattling out to 
work. The traction engine and the separator — ^an enor- 
mous red-painted affair, rather like a circus wagon — 
were drawn up in the center of a field, and surroimded 
by the crop that was to be threshed. 

The field pitchers tossed the sheaves up to the team- 
sters who stacked them in the racks, drove them into 
the separator when loaded and passed the bundles to the 
spike-pitchers, who, in turn, fed them to the machine. 
The freed grain rattled down a spout into a movable 
wooden granary which was drawn up alongside and the 
waste was blown out of an immense gun-like tube piling 
up gradually into a rough mountain of straw. 

Michael got into trouble right away. The field-pitcher 
who attended to him was a sturdy youth well on to his 
job, and he sent the sheaves up by whole stooks at a time, 
far faster than Michael could deal with them. This did 
not matter until the top of the rack was reached, but after 
that the sheaves beg^n to tumble back to the ground be- 
fore Michael could secure them. This annoyed the 
sturdy one, he growled out edged remarks about " dubs," 
" mutts " and " greenhorns " and sent the sheaves flying 
all the faster. 

The "greenhorn" title stung Michael particularly. 
He considered himself beyond that stage now. (He had 
proved capable of stooking level with an eight-foot 
binder, hadn't he?) He'd make this fat bumpkin eat his 
words. He took the sheaves as they came on the prongs 
of his fork and kicked those he couldn't catch into place 
with his feet, piled up some sort of load, picked up his 
reins and drove in. One hundred yards from the sepa- 
rator the top of his load slopped overboard like an unset 
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jelly. A general laugh went up. Michael flushed furi- 
ously. Steve, who had just pulled away empty from the 
separator, dropped off his rack and pitched the load back 
to him. 

" Don't get hot under the collar, son," he advised. 
" Every one of these guys got laughed at when he was 
green, they're only getting a bit of their own back. This 
yer job wants learning, same as all sorts. Keep the lid 
on your temper and learn; 'tain't hard." 

When Michael pulled alongside the machine the sepa- 
rator man was stamping his feet and whistling impa- 
tiently. The machine was running dry on one side, 
owing to the mishap with the load. 

"Why the hell didn't you learn to pack a rack before 
you came out harvesting?" he growled. "Gee, boy, 
gee !t— now ha! — Oh, cripes! " He jumped down off the 
separator and catching the team by the heads drew the 
rack into position beside the spike band. " Don't you 
know what gee and ha means? " he inquired testily. *' It 
means right and left. Where was you brought ^p, at a 
girls' school ? " 

Michael following Steve's advice kept his temper in 
hand, but it was a considerable fistful. He had made a 
clumsy job of it coming alongside, but that was no 
reason for the fellow to yap like that. A spike pitcher 
threw his fork to the top of the load and clambered 
after it. 

" Toss the sheaves to me," he said, " anyhow, but be 
quick about it." 

Michael tossed him a sheaf. He caught it on his fork 
and with one deft flick of his wrists, turned it over and 
sent it flying head first on the revolving band. 
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" Quick," he snapped, " another, quick — ^they oughter 
overlay." 

Michael sent them up as fast as he could. Now and 
again, he got his fork into a sheaf but it wouldn't come 
away. 

"You're standing on the end," snapped the spike- 
pitcher. "Fork well in front of you — oh, damn, 
quick" 

Michael forked wildly. The pitcher caught them low, 
wide and in midair. He did not seem to mind how they 
came as long as they came fast. One only he missed, a 
sheaf that slipped off the end of Michael's fork somehow 
and went rocketing high into the blue and over the 
machine. The opposite spike pitcher saw it coming, 
grinned, caught and whizzed it back again full into 
Michael's face, knocking his hat off. " Yours, I think, 
bo," he chuckled. "Don't aim no more at me, I'm 
busy." 

Once more Michael had all he could do to keep hold 
of his temper. 

They sank lower and lower as the load decreased and 
presently were standing on the bottom boards of the 
rack. 

The spike pitcher jumped out and climbed up the next 
load which had come up and was waiting to pull in. 
Michael drove back to where the sturdy field pitcher 
awaited him. 

This time he took no more than he could comfortably 
handle and the pitcher finding that all his fuming and 
cursing produced no effect and that half his sheaves fell 
back and had to be hoisted a second time moderated his 
pace accordingly. 
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Michael got his second load to the machine without 
mishap ; he was late for his turn, it is true and the sepa- 
rator man had a few more biting remarks to make but he 
kept his temper in check and presently something went 
wrong with the drum and the man had to shut off and 
see to it. The two spike pitchers immediately sat down 
on their loads and began to chaff him. 

" Proper place for you, Whitey, is winding up them 
little clockwork toys for kids/' said one. " Your brain 
ain't big enough to grapple .with anjrthing larger than a 
tin puff-puff." 

" About all he's fit for is a Palm Tree mechanic," said 
the other. 

"What's a Palm Tree mechanic?" his mate inquired 
innocently. 

"Why, a feller who goes round with a monkey- 
wrench and unscrews the coker-nuts, of course." They 
both tittered. The spike pitcher who had flung the sheave 
at Michael nodded to him, grinning. 

" That half-baked plumber handed you a tall line of 
talk just now — give it to him back again, boy — ^warmed 
up. 

Michael laughed and declined the invitation. 

" Very well, I will," said the pitcher. " H^y, Whitey, 
there's a line of racks piling up behind waiting to pull in. 
The greenhorns on 'em wanter know are you likely to 
have 'em stuck out here all night, 'cos if so, can they go 
and fetch their bedding? " 

"Hello there, Whitey," the other pitcher called. 
"There's a greenhorn teamster here wants to know 
can he go home and say good-by to his wife and 
children?" 
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And so It ran on, they invented instances of White/s 
prowess as a mechanic, how on one occasion while re- 
pairing a churn he had got the parts mixed with those 
of a sewing machine with the result that it had turned out 
an endless stream of butter pats all sewn together, and 
on another of a gas engine he had confused with gramo- 
phone to such an extent that it would do nothing but talk 
like Harry Lauder. 

And all the time Whitey made no reply but tinkered 
undeterred at the machine. 

Michael, lounging in the sun on the top of his load, felt 
glad he had hot let his temper bolt with him earlier on. 
There was very little malice in this taunting. It was 
merely the undisputed right of a man who was carrying 
his fair share to chaff a man who was not, and — as 
Lutyens had pointed out to him — it tended to sharpen 
competition. Whitey got the obstruction clear at length 
and the separator recommenced its drowsy hum. 

The engine whistle blew at noon, and all hands went 
into the farmhouse to dinner. Ma Whittenhall served the 
meal assisted by two daughters, who were dressmakers in 
Medicine Hat and who came home annually to help with 
the harvest. An excellent and enormous meal it was. 
Still the harvesters had wiped the table clean in fifteen 
minutes and were lounging out to snatch a cigarette in 
the shade before the whistle summoned them back to 
work again. 

Michael found the men lying on the ground on the 
north side of the bam. One or two were snoozing, the 
remainder bandying gossip. 

Some of the younger fellows sat up when Michael ap- 
peared and winked at each other. The sturdy field 
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pitcher poked a chum with his elbow. ''Had a hard 
mornin', Eddie?" 

"Yep. Have you?" 

" Me! Oh, gosh, no. Had to pitch a full-grown load 
or two to a full-grown man now and again but most of 
the time I was filling a baby's pram for the mother's 
darling to upset." 

" Who was the cuss? " 

" Shis ! No names mentioned, the little sucker might 
cry. I don't know his name anyhow, but I kinder guess 
it's ' Algy.' " 

The two spike pitchers sat up and nudged each other. 
The other men rolled over on their side and looked at 
Michael grinning. Michael felt fire mounting to his 
head, how much of this did Steve expect him to stand? 
The sturdy one, emboldened by the success of his sallies, 
went on : 

" Got a bit of rubber about you, Eddie? " 

•'Nope, I ain't. What for?" 

" I was looking for a bit for this greenhorn sucker of 
mine to cut his teeth on. His nurse has sent him out 
without his bottle too— ain't it wicked ? " 

Steve sat up slowly and tossed his cigarette away. 

" Say, Charlie, I s'pose you reckon yourself an A.I. 
pitcher don'tcher? " 

"Well, I don't know about that, Steve," said the 
sturdy one. " I reckon I can hold my own. Why? " 

" I was only wondering was there anything else you 
can do— can you fight, by any chance? " 

Charlie glanced at him uneasily. " You ain't got any 
quarrel with me, Steve ? " 

Steve shook his head. " Not me. I love you. Tor 
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a young chap what can't hardly read or write and ain't 
traveled more'n twenty miles from where he was foaled, 
I think you're plumb fascinating." 

The two spike pitchers applauded loudly, although tem-^ 
porarily anchored by the high harvesting wages, they 
were wanderers themselves and affected to hold the 
farmers in high scorn. 

The sturdy one flushed angrily. " Are you trying to 
make a fool of me?" 

Steve held up his hand. " Don't misunderstand me, 
Charlie, I'm your friend. I been your friend all this 
morning. If it hadn't been for me this feller Mike, here, 
would have been o^ his rack and given you the dog- 
gonest tearing what ever was seen since Barney skinned 
the cat." 

The field pitcher jumped to his feet scarlet in the face, 
veins standing out on his forehead. "What! — ^Who 
would ? — That — that bloody greenhorn ? — Lick me ? '* 
He strode over to where Michael was sitting. Michael 
sprang into position and threw his hands up, but Steve 
was between the two in one move, suddenly very serious. 

" Steady a minute, Charlie ; you don't mean this, do 
you? You don't wanter fight him, really? " 

" By the holy, don't I?— let me at him." 

" Sure thing, if you insist. But mark you your blood's 
on your own head. You brought it on yourself. I ap- 
peal to the crowd here. Fellers, you all seen that Charlie 
is the challenger, don't you ? " 

"We're witnesses, Steve," chorused the two spike- 
pitchers. " Go the limit, boy, we'll stand by you." 

Charlie stepped back a pace, looking slightly puzzled. 
Steve turned to Michael and said quietly, but just loud 
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enough for the other to hear. "Strip your coat, son, 
and don't mark him more'n you can help — his Ma and 
Pa is decent old folks." Then aloud — " Will any sport 
here like to have a little money on with me? FU lay 
one hundred dollars evens that this man of mine has 
Charlie Denver so as his own dog won't speak to him in 
ten minutes' time. What about you? " He appealed to 
the tallest of the spike-pitchers, who spat and shook his 
head. " Nix on it, Steve. We're backing your feller, 
if we can get any takers — ^any gents like to risk a 
month's pay? Come on, you hayseeds, support local 
talent." 

The hayseeds kept their hands in their pockets. The 
two field-pitchers were in earnest consultation and Eddie 
was whispering excitedly into Charlie's ear. The latter 
had his coat half off arid didn't seem inclined to pull it 
the rest of the way. His coloring was less hectic than 
it had been. Steve increased the odds. 

" Well, come on, you gamblers, I'll lay two to one in 
hundreds that my Mike has Charlie beat to a jelly before 
the whistle goes. Come on, two to one! God bless my 
soul ! what more do you want ? " 

" Aw, cut it out, Steve/' grumbled a freckled team- 
ster. " You wouldn't be chucking the odds about so free 
if you hadn't got a certainty. How do we know you 
ain't got a prize fighteV there? Who was it laid out Ben 
O'Brien in Obed's barn the other day, eh? By the way 
you're shouting and carrying on I guess you know some- 
thing about that." 

Every head came round; every eye was fixed on 
Michael ; every glance was full of sudden admiration ; a 
mumble of awed comment ran round the ring. 
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"Knocked out, Ben?" 

"Was it him did it?"— "When?"— " Punish him 
badly?" 

The freckled teamster was appealed to. 

" Nothing known for certain. Obed found Ben lying 
there clean knocked out, with blood on his cheek and, 
knuckles. Ben wouldn't say a word himself — too sick. 
Obed put two and two together and says it must of been 
Thorley done it, he was the only man in the barn with 
Ben." 

Charlie Denver went white in the face and hustled back 
into his coat. " I don't fight with no prize fighters," he 
said and slunk away. 

A loud jeer went up from the spike-pitchers. " Aw, 
you yeller dawg! You quitter! " " Bit off more'n you 
could chew, Big Mouth, eh? " 

" Step over and slap the skunk's jaw for him, Mike — 
slap it good and hard." 

Steve held up his hand for silence. 

"After a brief but glorious career in the ring, Mr. 
Denver has decided to retire, laden with honors and good 
wishes. I, therefore, claim the heavyweight champion- 
ship of this outfit for Mike Thorley and he wishes it to 
be understood that if anybody feels like disputing the 
title he has only to look cross-eyed at him, breathe a harsh 
word or pass any personal remarks and his claims will 
wceive prompt and vigorous attention. Do I make my- 
self clear? Very well then, folks, cut along, there goes 
the first whistle." 

As Michael turned to fetch his horses from the 
ham an arm was thrown over his shoulder. It was 
Steve's, 
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" Ain't I one jim-dandy little bluffer? " said he. 

Michael laughed. " But why wouldi^'t you let me fight 
him? I could have thrashed him, I think." 

" I think you could," said Steve, " but however well 
you fight you'll never fight as well as your reputation." 
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CHAPTER IX 

The outfit which was threshing at the Whittenhall 
crop was run on cooperative lines. All the men, with the 
exception of the two spike-pitchers and the engine fire- 
man, were neighboring farmers who lent so many days' 
labor on the condition that it should be repaid in kind* 
That is to say if Steve supplied Pa Whittenhall with two 
men and two racks for six days Pa Whittenhall would 
have to furnish Steve with two men and two racks for 
six days during Steve's threshing. And so on all round. 

It was not a flash outfit. All the farmers slept at home 
o' nights and were prone to turn up late in the morning 
with long excuses about horses taken sick, cows calving, 
etc. ; likewise the separator was an old one and the ama- 
teurish Whitey incapable of controlling its idiosyncrasies. 
He tried to make up for the frequent stoppages by rac- 
ing it when it was going, a process which gradually shook 
the rackety machine from bad to worse. The spike- 
pitchers — ^though the incessant breakdowns made their 
usually arduous job an easy one — were full of scorn, 
they heaped derision on the unfortunate Whitey, drawing 
on an apparently inexhaustible store of gibes and ridicule. 
They loudly assured Michael that the outfit was notori- 
ously the most slovenly in the wide Northwest and as 
soon as the separator had finished that season it was to 
be taken back to the Antiquarian Museum in Quebec to 
be stuffed — ^Whitey along with it. 

As for this adjectival bunch of mildewed hayseeds that 
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ran it — with the exception of himself, Steve and the fire- 
man — ^there wasn't a live man amongst the lot. If it 
wasn't for their wives trimming them down every Sun- 
day with bill-hooks the moss and ivy would have crawled 
up their legs and smothered them long before. They 
prayed Michael, if he would save his soul alive, to leave 
the prairies and go west to the lumber camps or south to 
the cow-ranges. Life hummed like a circular saw there 
and men grew hair on their chests and were full of fun. 
They themselves were only collecting their fares and then 
heigh-ho back into the tall timber for them. They also 
showed him how to stack a firm load and how to pass 
the sheaves conveniently and with a minimum of labor. 
At the end of four days Michael was able to lean over 
and ask the sturdy field-pitcher (now complaisance it- 
self) if he felt faint or anything and if not couldn't he 
manage to pitch a bit faster? Steve, who was within 
Tiearing, doubled up with laughter. 

They threshed out the last ear of the Whittenhall crop 
at noon on the fifth day and moved on to the next farm 
That only occupied four days, but the next, a largish 
place, took over a week. After that Steve and Michael 
went out no more, they had now a claim on all the labor 
they needed and Lutyens had sent to say he expected to 
be through with his own crop in a day or two and would 
be over the minute it was done. 

Steve and Michael took it easy, repairing the racks and 
sledding the movable granaries into position in the center 
of the fields. On the third night at eleven-thirty p.m. the 
Lutyens outfit arrived. They had polished off their own 
enormous crop at seven-fifteen that same evening, supped, 
hitched up and pulled out right away. Michael heard 
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their engine whistling on the high-trail and ran out to 
meet them. 

The traction engine was straddling the road like a 
black, bow-legged mammoth, its blazing white eye of a 
headlight probing the darkness ahead. A horse-drawn 
tank hung on one flank feeding it water, a wagon hung 
on the other flank feeding it wood fuel. Behind it 
loomed the giant separator and behind that again the 
caboose, or caravan, in which the men slept 

Mike could see the shapes of men, dimly silhouetted 
against the stars, perched along the roof of the caboose 
like so many rooks on a haystack. When they heard 
Steve's voice they all set up a howl. " My gosh, boys, 
a spark has set the grass alright — Put it out quick f Oh 
no, my mistake, it's only old Steve's head ! " 

"Go on, you don't say that's himian hair? S'welp 
me, but I thought it was the moonrise." 

" Give over that guflf for a minute, fellows," came the 
calm voice of Lutyens from the top of the separator. 
" Is that you, Steve? Good evening. Show us the way 
straight out to where we begin to-morrow, will you? 
The water-cart team will tow the caboose into the yard, 
it had better be there I think as * Happy ' wants the use of 
your kitchen. He's somewhere on the road with the 
chuck wagon." 

" Most likely downside up in a ditch by now, with 
half a ton of bacon sitting on his guts," said someone on 
the caboose roof and tittered. 

"Upside down, your grandmother!" a voice boomed 
out of the darkness. " Think you're the only bloke can 
steer horses, Jem, you ham-fisted Missourian? I'm right 
under your stem, if you want to know. Pull that team 
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roundabout out of the track and let Cafe Delmonico get 
past or there'll be no breakfast to-morrow." 

"We're ready as soon as you are, Steve," Lutyens 
called. " Unhitch the caboose, boys." 

Steve turned to Michael. "Take Happy and the 
others straight in, son ; Til pilot the tractor." 

The engine hissed, jolted and rumbled forward, the 
great separator rolling over the uneven track like a ship 
at sea. The blazing headlight shone on the white trunks 
and pale leaves of the poplar trees turning them into jets 
of silver fire. A buck rabbit loped across the trail, paused 
for a moment fascinated by the glare and then scuttled 
back into the bush. The engine disappeared rumbling 
and panting among the woods, leaving the group about 
the caboose in darkness. 

They hitched the water-cart and the wood wagon to 
the caravan and towed it into the yard. Michael took 
Happy's horses over while that gentleman unloaded the 
pots, pans, plates, sacks and cases with which his wagon 
was filled. By the time this was done, Steve, Lutyens 
and Co. were in from the big wheat field, having got 
the separator in position and blocked for the night. 
Lutyens turned in- with Steve; the engineer and his fire- 
man shared Michael's attic; Happy unrolled his blankets 
in the kitchen and the remainder stowed themselves away 
in the caboose. The farm was quiet again by twelve- 
twenty. 

There was hoar frost lying all over the fields when they 
started work at dawn next day. The Indian summer was 
drawing in apace and the mornings and evenings were so 
cold that all hands wore coats. 

Lutyens was furnishing everything except the team- 
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sters and racks which Steve supplied, calling on Pa Whit- 
tenhall and the other two farmers to pay back the labor 
which he and Michael had lent. A^d they needed all 
the racks they could collect to satisfy that huge separator. 
It ran at a moderate speed, but it ran without a hitch and 
its capacity was enormous. Lutyens tended it himself 
and his two spike-pitchers were paid half a dollar a day 
above the field-pitchers and earned it. The sweat drib- 
bled from them from morning to night. They had no 
opportunity to breathe for talk as had had those two 
bquacious wanderers of the scratch gang. They jumped 
cS the little platforms beside the spike-band (which 
saved them the weary climb up and down wagons) 
grimly attacked a load, jumped back again and grimly 
awaited the next. There was no wild hurrying at any 
time but on the other hand 'there could not be a mo- 
ment's slackness on anybody's part ; each man had to do 
his share quickly and well. Michael was profoundly 
thankful for the experience he had gathered with that 
other outfit, it would have been unbearable to break down 
before this gang of experts, to be the one short cog in 
this smooth running machine. 

He was also somewhat staggered to see the amount 
they had cleared up by evening. Row upon row of stooks 
-r-the result of days of heart-breaking labor on his part — 
all swept up in a few hours. 

They spent a merry evening in the farm kitchen. 
Happy turned out a wonderful, belt-testing supper and 
afterwards they sat about in groups; some around the 
fire, some in the porch and on the steps muffled in their 
short sheep-skin coats. They sang choruses (mostly of 
the sickly sentimental order) chaffed each other and 
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yarned. Yarned of the railway construction camps, of 
the lumber-woods and river drives; of Newfoundland, 
Ontario and Quebec; of the Athabasca and the Rockies; 
of the Skeena and the Yukon. Their stories were all 
colored with humor and romance, the romance of far 
places, wide horizons and savage surroundings, of men 
who in one generation had trampled a million miles of 
wilderness into subjection. 

Michael watched them, listened to them, warmed to 
them. They lounged about the kitchen, square-shoul- 
dered and lean; knotted hands thumping the table; clean- 
shaven, weather-scarred faces dark in the shadow of their 
hats and laughed and yarned and wrangled. They were 
greater than they knew, who never dreamed of greatness. 
They had come from God knew where, they would die^ 
in all probability, violently and alone, but in their day 
they had shaped the face of the earth. 

They were making plans for the winter. Most of 
them were going either east or west to the lumber-camps 
of Ontario or British Coluiiibia; one or two spoke of 
mining, but all were leaving the prairies. This gave 
Michael to think about himself. At the rate they were 
going, threshing would be over in a few days and after 
that Steve would require him no longer. 

" You can stay with me all the winter if you like, son," 
Steve had told him. " FU be plumb glad of your com- 
pany, but I can't pay you anything. There ain't hardly a 
job for one man here as soon as the frost is in the ground 
and I couldn't afford it, anyhow.*' 

Neither could he, Michael, afford to sit still for six 
months and eat up his wages. He must get out and get 
some money somehow. He spoke to Lutyens about it 
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next evening. The wheat fanner pulled on a coat and 
walked with him up the bluff track. It was not until they 
reached the high-trail that he spoke. 

"Got any capital?" 

"Not a bean." 

" Hum — by Jove, I hardly know what to advise. I've 
never been in your place, you see. I had a few thousands 
for a start. Very few, but still a ridable horse, as it 
were. Having got that I had only to pick my line of 
country, stick to the saddle and rub the whalebone in. 
Any fancy for farming? " 

" If I had some capital I'd follow your lead," said 
Michael. " But I haven't and t'other way is too slow. 
I'd be an old man before I'd made anything. Look at 
Steve, he's worked hard, damned hard, all his life and 
he's still comparatively poor." 

Lutyens nodded. " I know. There's a living in it and 
that's about the lot." He subjected Michael to one of 
his direct, penetrating glances. " I think you'd break 
your heart to bits at it, Thorley." 

"Why?" 

" You're bred too fine and geared too high." 

" Well, what shall I do then ? " 

" Go west of Calgary and take a chance." 

"At what? Lumbering?" 

" Anything that turns up. No. I don't think lumber- 
ing would do, they only employ experts; one has to be 
bom with a silver ax in one's mouth to be any good at 
that game." 

" Then it's just go west and take what offers? *' 

" I'm afraid that's all I can advise, but as I said before 
I know nothing. Steve might be able to tell you; the 
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others wouldn't be of much use. Their thoughts aren't 
pitched far beyond getting their daily bread." 

They turned and walked back to the farm talking of 
other things. 

The crop was threshed out with a rush a night or two 
afterwards. The end was well in sight that afternoon 
and there was a general desire to get the job over with- 
out breaking into another day so they carried straight on. 
The sky clouded over at about six o'clock and the air 
grew ominously cofd. At seven o'clock the first snow of 
the year began to fall. They were working close about 
the machine in a small field of oats and as darkness swept 
over Lutyens set the great straw pile afire for the men to 
see by. 

The wind fanned the flames quickly, in a second or two 
the pile was one mountain of roaring, leaping fire, that 
flung an orange glow far and wide into the night. 

Michael and Steve came in together with the last two 
loads, the field-pitchers following behind. It was a fit- 
ting climax, Michael thought, a fantastic and infernal 
scene painted in black and red. 

Scared horses snorted and shied; the wet drive belt 
slapped and slithered ; the engine panted and hissed ; men 
shouted excitedly, the flames roared like a heavy sea. 

Everywhere the snow drifted; glittering like tinsel in 
the firelight ; powdering shoulders and hat brims ; horse- 
backs and wagons. Michael's spike-pitcher, a black sil- 
houette against the blaze yelled to him to " whupp 'em 
along " and toiled like a thing demented. They whipped 
the top off and went down and down. The field-pitchers 
gathered about cheered madly. " Go it Jem, go it, 
Andy's beating you — Bend your back to it, old son." 
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The quick-fire drumming of sheaves tossed against the 
dividing board from the rack opposite told that Steve and 
Andy were going at top speed, 

" Fork, fork ! " Jem shouted to Michael, his sweat- 
streamed face gleaming like varnish in the fire glow. 
"Fork like hell, you son of a gun, if it breaks your 
neck." 

Michael forked as best he knew how. The bottom 
boards came in sight, he swept up the corners and kicked 
the nearer shealifes up to Jem with his feet* The spike- 
pitcher's wrists flickered incessantly, unerringly. Three 
more sheaves, two, one — gone ! 

The spike-pitcher jumped four feet in the air uttering 
a loud, triumphant " Yow! " and sent his fork whirling, 
javelin-wise into the heart of the fire. 

" Yow ! " came from the other side almost simultane- 
ously and a second fork sailed into the flames. 

" All through? " Lutyens' quiet voice inquired from the 
top of the separator. 

"All through, Lut!" yelled both pitchers together. 
** Every straw, all through!" 

Above the burst of cheering rose the whoop of the 
jngine, piercing, exultant. 

The harvest was home. 
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CHAPTER X 

The Lutyens outfit pulled out for home directly after 
breakfast next day. The men were to be paid off on the 
morning following and Lutyens himself hoped to be east- 
ward bound within a week. Michael walked with him 
behind the caboose as far as the high-trail. 

Lutyens glowed quietly ; within three wfeeks he would 
be steaming into the dawn flushed Bay of Dublin, Ben 
Howth on his right hand, the Wicklow Hills on his left, 
a season of heart-stirring gallops before him. He could 
already smell the wet leaf -mold at the covert side, see 
the glisten of raindrops on bare twigs, hear the lilting 
twang of a horn and the music of a pack as they 
broke cover. His calm eyes grew bright. His job was 
done and he was going home — ^was already there in 
fancy. 

At the cross-roads he halted and held out his hand. 
"If you want work any summer come along to me, I can 
always find room. Good-by, Thorley — ^and I say — " 
His piercing gray eyes met Michael's squarely — Michael 
had an uncomfortable feeling his soul was being read — 
" I say, take your fences as they come and stop on the 
course all the way, old man; short cuts are usually the 
longest in the end. Good-by, and the very best luck to 
you." 

He waved his hand, turned and trotted after the sepa- 
rator. 

Michael walked slowly back to the farm wondering 

111 

Digitized by L3OOQ IC 



112 THE BLACK KNIGHT 

what he meant. Three days later he left. Steve drove 
him to Macgillveray, paid him off at tMe bank, stood him 
lunch at Mrs. Spriggs' self-help " Resterong " and many 
rye whiskies at Fred's saloon. 

The train came in at three o'clock. Steve and Obed 
accompanied him to the depot, reeling slightly and effer- 
vescing advice and good wishes. Steve climbed halfway 
up the car steps and clung to his hand. " Don't forget 
us, Mike, drop us a letter now'n again — ^and listen, if 
ever you wan'er get in out of the wet come right along 
here, 'stand? You gotter home with me, boy, anytime, 
if you want it, 'stand? Goo'-by, bucko, keep your neck 
stiff!" 

He jumped back, staggered, clutched Obed and pulled 
that ancient to the ground with him. The last glimpse 
Michael had of the pair was of them sitting side by side 
on the depot platform trying to retrieve Obed's nautical 
cap which had fallen off. The scattered frame houses 
slid back. Michael watched them, with a twinge of 
regret, until they dipped behind the prairie rim. Bare, 
uncouth as they were, they were a known quantity, stood 
for all the home he had in this new land and now they 
were gone and the unknown yawned before him. He 
wished he were driving back with Steve over the hump 
of the Coyotes to that warm kitchen and his bed in the 
attic. Still, it was no good thinking of that, he couldn't 
be a hired man all his life. One had to take the plunge 
sooner or later. After all he was young and strong, had 
a trifle of money in his pocket and was infinitely better 
capable of looking after himself than he had been a few 
weeks previously. He squared his shoulders and entering 
the car looked about for a seat. 
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He dropped off at Calgary at eleven o'clock next day 
and after hovering outside one or two rough looking 
resorts, plunged into the Minto Hotel. He couldn't 
really afford it but his soul craved for a taste of familiar 
luxuries and he would only be there a few hours, he told 
himself, he would get a job next day. 

He had a bath, changed into one of the good suits he 
still possessed and went down to liinch. It was sheer 
delight to have daintily served food again, not to have 
to cook and fetch it oneself — and wash up afterwards. 
He revelled in the table linen, the silver, the fine china 
and glass. He picked a good bottle of burgimdy and 
topped it off with a liqueur, coffee and a cigar. Then he 
went out into the streets. After Macgillveray Calgary 
seemed the hub of the universe. There were plenty of 
prosperous looking men about, many well-dressed 
women. The shops were good and appeared busy. 
Things moved with a cheerful swing and Michael's 
spirits rose. Among all this enterprise there must surely 
be a place for him. He went to a music hall that night 
after dinner and there met with one of the Lutyens gang, 
the spike-pitcher, Andy. Andy was going on to Revel- 
stoke in British Columbia next day; the Blue Star Lum- 
ber Company would be sending men into their Columbia 
River limits from there and he thought he could take on 
as a falling-sawyer. 

He counseled Michael to pick up a job quickly as men 
would be pouring south from the great railway construc- 
tion camps presently and the country would be swamped 
with labor. When asked what sort of job he advised he 
scratched his head. Jobs ran very short after the prairie 
froze up, men were laid off right and left, not taken on. 
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There was logging of course, but that required special 
knowledge. He didn't know, he was sure. Then he had 
a gleam of inspiration. 

" With them swell clothes you've got on you ought to 
make a dandy store-clerk, handing round ladies' notions 
and all," he said, with a glance of genuine admiration for 
Michael's get-up, — " a dandy store-boy." 

Michael laughed — he hardly saw himself handing 
round ladies* notions — ^and taking Andy out stood him a 
drink. He walked back with the spike-pitcher to the 
rooming house near the railway depot where the latter 
lodged and said good night to him with real regrets — 
he felt as though he were snapping the last link that 
boimd him to Steve and Lutyens and the friendly folk 
around Macgillveray. All the friends he had nowadays, 
but genuine friends who accepted him for what he was, 
not for what he possessed, since he possessed nothing. 
Not that he blamed his friends in England for cold- 
shouldering him after the Amalgamated Workers* crash. 
This black looks, shrugs and mutterings that followed him 
everywhere must have been almost as unbearable to them 
as to him. 

One night when he* had been talking to Tony Farjeon 
outside his flat a man had risen out of the shadows by 
the area railings and lurched towards them. The light 
over the hall door showed him to be heavily built and 
elderly, probably a small suburban tradesman. His bowler 
hat was set on crookedly and dented in; his four-in- 
hand tie had come adrift and was hanging out over his 
waistcoat ; his eyes were bloodshot and his mouth loose ; 
he had been drinking evidently. He blundered into the 
pair under the lamp. 
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" S'cuse me, but is either of you two gents Mr. Winter 
—hey?'' 

Michael made acknowledgment. 

" Then take that for your father's sake," said the man 
and aimed a clumsy blow at him. Michael saw it coming 
and stepped back. The man overbalanced and fell on his 
face. 

Tony Farjeon picked him up and propped him against 
the railings. " Go home, you fool — it's nothing to do 
with him/^ 

The man had steadied himself with one hand and rais- 
ing the other above his head cursed Michael solemnly and 
dreadfully. Cursed him sleeping, waking, eating and 
walking, in hi^ goings out and his comings in, cursed him 
in this life and the next and his children after him in 
terms so appalling that Michael cried out to him to stop. 

For answer the man spat on the pavement at his feet, 
then dragging his battered hat further\over his eyes 
turned and shambled down the empty street, his head 
sunk between his shoulders. 

They watched him in silence until he turned the comer 
and Michael heard Farjeon say, "Poor devil! Poor 
devil ! " and knew that it did not refer to himself. 

He only saw Tony Farjeon once again after that and 
then by chance. 

Old Monty Sachevrell wrote offering him money and 
Lady Chiltern expressed great sympathy, also by letter; 
but people did not wish to be publicly associated with 
him. He was unclean, accursed. 

So he went. He wondered if anybody had ever sailed 
under more depressing conditions. A dismal train jour- 
ney through the foggy midlands ; a comfortless night in 
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a cheap Liverpool hotel, patronized mainly by commercial 
travelers who caroused noisily until one a.m., and then 
the liner, the " Montcalm." He saw her again, looming 
gigantic through the drizzle, mingled smoke and steam 
rolling from her funnels; passengers in gleaming mackin- 
toshes on deck shrilling to friends in gleaming mackin- 
toshes on shore. Streams of porters and sailors in oil- 
skins swarming up the gangways burdened with bags and 
bundles of rugs. Gray water; gray skies; wet wharf 
roofs; wet decks; muddy docks; everything dripping,' 
gray and soul-chilling. Tugs nosing out of the mist 
The blare of the siren. " All ashore! " 

The last paroxysm of farewells. " Don't forget us — 
write when you can." " Come back some day, my son." 
"Your woollen underclothes are in the suitcase." 
"Don't forget to give our best love to Bob and 
Kitty." " Mind, a tablespoonful twice a day if you fed 
seasick." " Buck up, old bird, you'll come back a mil- 
lionaire." "Oh, my dear, my dear!" . . . 

And not a word of cheer for him, not a friend to 
shake his hand and wish him good luck; not one. 

Stay, yes, there had been one. 

A girl of about seventeen with a cloud of dark hair and 
bright brown eyes. She was with her mother seeing 
somebody off and noticing Michael standing all alone by 
the rail impulsively ran up to him. 

" Are you going to Canada? " 

Michael told her he was. 

"All by yourself?" 

"All by myself." 

" Haven't you got anybody to say good-by to you? *' 

Michael shook his head. 
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Her brown eyes brimmed with compassion. " Oh, I 
do call that a shame ! " She held out her hand. " Well, 
I'm going to say good-by to you. Good-by and I do 
hope you'll have an awf'Uy jolly time and not get scalped 
by Indians." 

A sour-looking elderly man had called to her and she 
trotted away after that — sl friendly elfin little creature. 

Thus ran Michael's thoughts as he walked back to the 
Minto that night. A sprinkle of snow was drifting out 
of the northeast, the wind had an edge to it ; winter was 
at hand, one could feel its breath numbing the land. 
An incongruous figure, that of a Blackfoot Indian on a 
mean pie-bald pony, shuffled southwards under the street 
lamps, his cheap felt hat pulled down over his eyes, his 
thin shoulders hunched in a striped cotton blanket. In 
the shadow of a doorway stood a tall Northwest mounted 
policeman, thumping his boot tops with his quirt and 
whistling " Eileen Alannah " through his teeth. People 
of the plains; reminders to the city that the prairies 
lapped it all about, as eternal as the sea. 

Michael turned into the warm lighted lobby of the 
Minto with a feeling of escape. Here, indeed, were the 
things he was accustomed to, comfortable chairs, carpets, 
card tables, bells to push and well-trained servants to 
answer them, beds with linen sheets and soft pillows. He 
quailed at the thought of returning to that life of match- 
board cabins, American oilcloth, tinware and blankets 
and was determined he would not return if he could help 
it. He got up at ten next day and after a leisurely break- 
fast strolled out to see what he could do for himself. 
Seventy per cent of the offices seemed to belong to real 
estate agents who were most effusive when he first cn- 
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tered, thinking him to be a buyer, and scornfully amused 
when he disclosed his real errand. 

'* Job you want? " drawled one sardonic Yankee, rest- 
ing his cloth-topped boots on his desk and spitting ac- 
curately into the waste paper basket. " Say, bo, don't 
make me laff , I gotta split lip." He rapped his gold front 
teeth with the end of a ruler. " Naw, I don't know of 
a job, either — if I did I'd grab her myself." He waved 
his ruler at a large map on the wall marke'd out like a 
spider's web and labeled " Desirable Residential Lots " 
in large blue letters. "See those? I own 'em all. Guess 
what they're worth ? " 

Michael said he had no idea. 

" Thousands and thousands and thousands and thou- 
sands of dollars," said the Yank impressively, " and then 
some more thousands. Now guess what I'd sell 'em to 
you for?. Give it up? Well, my fare back to Wichita, 
Kansas, U.S.A." He resumed his tooth tapping. 
" Good-by, bo, don't slam the door more'n you can 
help." 

** Good heavens, no; we don't want anybody," said a 
small Eastern Canadian with a clipped grizzled mustache 
and a purple-veined nose. " There are about five hun- 
dred and ninety-two real estate operators in this burg 
as it is — ^which is five hundred and ninety-two and a half 
more than she'll carry at this time of the year. No, I 
don't know of a job. There are only two industries in 
this dog-gone country as soon as the frost sets in, cutting 
firing to keep us alive through the winter and cutting ice 
to keep us alive through the summer. You'd better beat 
it over the Hump into British Columbia or, still better, 
beat it back where you came from. G'day ! " 
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Michael tried three more estate and one insurance of- 
fice after lunch, all to no avail. Next day he inquired at 
the stock yards, the brewery, a lumber yard and a build- 
ing contractor to be rebuffed every time. At the end of 
a week he was still at a loose end, still at the Minto and 
getting near the bottom of his pocket. He pulled himself 
together, something must be done. As a first step to- 
wards doing it he paid up his bill and moving down to 
one of the rooming houses near the depot rented a bed- 
room by the day. 

It was a small cubicle, bare excepting for a bed, a fixed 
washstand and a chair, one leg of which had been re- 
paired with a splint of packing-case. However, the room 
was well heated with steam and lit by electric light. The 
other rooms were inhabited by casual laborers like him- 
self ; the riff-raff of the harvest drinking their summer 
pay; teamsters without teams; "muckers'* from the 
closed-down construction camps ; surveyors' linesmen 
driven in by winter, taking their ease while the money 
lasted; rough-looking men of all nationalities, shaven, 
coarse-faced, wearing the common black shirt of the 
west, overall trousers, canvas coats and broad-brimmed 
hats; chewing eternally, nearly always drunk. Michael 
could hear them coming home to bed at all hours of the 
night, singing, cursing, fumbling up and down the pass- 
age, kicking the crazy cubicle doors, crashing over the 
furniture, slumping into bed. The flimsy, match-board 
partitions seemed to conduct sound rather than obstruct 
it and on some nights the whole house rang like a bedlam 
— snores, groans, snatches of drunken song, the an- 
guished cries and gabbled mutterings of men raving in 
their dreams. 
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What time Michael did not spend patrolling the town 
on the outlook for work he spent in his room reading 
a cheap edition of Hewlett's " Little Novels of Italy/' 
which he had picked up in a bookseller's on Eighth Ave- 
nue. He rejoiced in it. It transported him out of that 
down-at-heel lodging house, out of drear northern lands 
of cold and gloom to the south, the glowing, gorgeous, 
by-gone south; where exquisite, glittering lords and 
ladies dallied by sun-sparkled fountains ; where minstrels 
shook the stars with their passionate songs and life 
went gallantly with a shiver of steel and a tingle of 
lutes. 

But twice a day he would tear himself away from the 
dear land of Romance and return to the bitter country 
of Reality. There was a Labor Agency down the street 
conducted by a razor-faced, one-eyed American, who per- 
petually sucked a dead cigar-butt and who moved every- 
where with a rush and a howl as though impelled by some 
internal whirlwind. 

The American inhabited a small inner room, with the 
word ** Office " chalked on the door; it contained a tele- 
phone, a ledger and a map of the Northwest. 

The outer room, which led into the» street, was fur- 
nished with deal benches and a stove. Men sat on the 
benches all round the walls, spitting at the stove and 
waiting for a job to turn up. 

Occasionally the office door would burst open and the 
American bounce out. " Say — " he would howl in his 
hurricane tones — " Say, any wood-butchers hy-ar?" 

A man on the corner would nod. " Yah — me." 

"Where you hutched?" 

" Mine timber two years in Butte ; been building on the 
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Bellevuc lots all this summer — ^ask Holder, Andrews and 
Co., if you don't believe me." 

" Alright — ^well, you're wanted up at Four Valley Saw 
Mills. Pull out by the midnight passenger. Come in 
hy-ar an' I'll give you your O.K." 

The office door would slam on the fortunate carpenter 
and the remaining occupants of the room relapse into 
brooding silence. 

Sometimes men would be taken on by twos and threes ; 
sometimes construction camps over the Rockies would 
send a call for ten or twenty at a time, but in every case 
it was skilled or half-skilled workmen they required, 
quarrymen, drillers, pipefitters and so on and there 
seemed no opening anywhere for Michael. 

Nevertheless he continued to visit the labor agency 
twice daily to inspect the blackboard on which notices of 
vacant situations were chalked hoping against hope that 
something might turn up. 

He was getting perilously near the end of his re- 
sources. Cheaply as he was living it ate steadily into his 
slender funds and he had made a considerable outlay in 
winter clothing. He was very near despair; the cold 
chilled the pluck out of him, the inaction made him 
morose, he told himself that he was beaten. He counted 
up his money carefully one evening and decided that if 
he could get nothing to do in two days he would run 
back to Steve " in out of the wet." His funds would 
just allow that; two days more at a dollar a day (fifty 
cents for the room and two meals at twenty-five cents 
each) and after that his bare fare back to Macgillveray. 
He would give in temporarily and start again next 
spring. A winter with Steve would be quite agreeable. 

Digitized by L3OOQ IC 



122 THE BLACK KNIGHT 

a good bed, plenty to eat and not too much work 
to do — teaming grain to the railway in fine weather 
perhaps, a little hay pitching and wood hauling, that 
was all. 

He saw himself sitting beside Steve in the warm, lamp- 
lit kitchen, his slippered feet on the stove, a pipe in his 
teeth, listening to the old cowpuncher's tales of great 
days in Cheyenne, of Greasers and Injuns, of round-ups 
and buck-jumpers ^ and herding on the Chisholm 
Trail. That was it. He would go back to Steve 
and take it easy. In the spring he would start 
afresh. 

And yet . . . and yet . . • he would go back a 
beaten man . . . only temporarily defeated of course, 
but still — ^Well, something might turn up in the two days 
remaining. 

. Something did. He was in the Labor Exchange next 
day about noon studying the blackboard on which was a 
demand for half a dozen lumbermen — swampers — for a 
big mountain logging outfit, when the American burst 
into the room. There were no other men present, they 
had slouched out to feed — ^and the agent's single eye lit 
on Michael and lingered there. 

He half-stepped back into his office, then he paused, 
slammed the door behind him and came forward, wag- 
ging the cigar-butt in his yellow teeth. 

"Wanter job, kid?" 

Michael nodded emphatically. " Yes, by Jove." 

"In the worse way? Busted?" 

Michael nodded again. The agent appraised him 
swiftly. 

" Greenhorn, ain't cher? " 
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Michael said he supposed he was. 

The American chewed his cigar thoughtfully. " Well, 
listen hy-ar, I hate to see a youngster down and out and 
I guess ril manage to fix you up. How about this ? " 
He tapped the blackboard with a finger stained purple 
with indelible pencil. 

" I — I've never done any lumbering," Michael hesi- 
tated. 

" Shucks ! That's nothin'. Everybody's gotter learn," 
said the agent kindly. " The foreman of this lay-out is 
a friend of mine. Til slip him the word to treat you 
easy. You'll have ter pay your fare there, of course." 

Michael, with a sudden sinking of heart, inquired how 
much that would be. 

He learnt that it would leave him with just five dollars 
over. 

" Are you game? " asked the agent. 

Michael closed with the offer gladly. 

" Very well then, you can pull outer hy-ar by the west- 
bound to-morrer morning. Get off at Fife and ask for 
the Yellowhead Company, they'll forward you on — ^and 
say, my charge is two dollars for putting you wise to 
this." 

Michael produced the fee arid handed it over. The 
American led him into the office and wrote him out a slip 
of paper entitling him to employment with the Yellow- 
head Company. Against his name he made a little star. 

" That's to tell Chris, the foreman, to treat you good," 
he explained. " Don't let on to the other boys around 
this joint that I've slipped you this job, they might be 
sore at me for favorin' a greenhorn — see? Keep your 
face shut until you're outer this burg." 
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Michael promised silence, pocketed the slip and 
thanked the agent for his kindness. 

The American waved it aside. " Not a word about 
it. Always pleased to help a willin' youngster new to 
this country; I gotter soft spot for kids. So long, bo." 
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CHAPTER XI 

The engine whistled, tugged impatiently at the 
coaches, and rumbled on its way towards Vancouver and 
the Pacific. Michael watched it until it whisked its tail 
round a spur of the mountains, wishing very much that 
he were going with it. Then he turned and looked 
about him. 

He seemed to be at the bottom of a vast gutter. Snow 
ranges hemmed him in on either hand, so high that he 
had to bend his head back to see the sky. Parallel with 
the railway coursed a swift, dark river mottled with 
ridges of dirty foam and pancakes of drifting ice. Here 
and there shelves of solid ice pushed out from either 
shore well in the center of the stream, but in no place had 
they joined up, as yet. By the side of the track stood 
several lumber buildings, apparently deserted, their roofs 
gray with the incessantly falling sleet. A couple of hun- 
dred yards away from the railway was the town of Fife, 
a jumble of irregular lumber buildings half-veiled by the 
chilly downfall. 

Michael was wondering what he had best do next 
when he saw a man approaching. He had a broad- 
brimmed black hat on, a mackinaw blanket coat with the 
high collar buttoned up over his ears, rough woollen 
trousers with the bottoms cut off at the level of his calves 
and high laced boots. Michael stopped him and inquired 
for the Yellowhead Ltmiber Company. 
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" Offices on Fourth Avenue beyond the Brewery," said 
the man. " Whatcher want with 'em? " 

Michael produced the employment slip the labor agent 
in Calgary had given him. 

The man studied it. " Twenty mile Camp — ^hum ! — 
didn't know they was in want of swampers! Well, I 
belong to the Yellowhead and Fm pulling out right now, 
so you'd best ride up with me without going into 
town. I'll put you of at Twenty Mile. That your 
kit?" He pointed to Michael's bag ^nd Michael said 
it was. 

" Can't take all that up there. Just get out your 
blankets and things what you'll want and we'll cache the 
rest in the company's store. You're new to the woods, 
I guess." 

Michael acknowledged as much. 

The man grunted. " Reckon you won't stick long. 
Chris is some driver. Well, come along." 

He led the way to a big shed, unlocked it, showed 
Michael where to store his bags and waited while he 
got one or two necessaries out and rolled up in his 
blankets. 

A locomotive whistle shrilled in the distance. 

"That's Ben hollering for me, he wants to get off. 
Get a move on, kid," said the man. ^ 

Michael tied his roll up with a bit of sash-cording he 
found and followed the lumberjack up the track. A light 
train, consisting of half a dozen flat trucks and a shunt- 
ing engine, was lying on a branch line. A dirty face 
bobbed out of the cab window, growled a curse at 
Michael's companion for keeping him waiting and the 
train joggled forward. The lumberman vaulted on to 
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the rear truck. Michael flung his bundle up and jumped 
after it. 

The little train puffed out of the yards, swung OTer a 
spidery bridge, that strode across the river on long timber 
legs, and went chugging up the valley, leaping across • 
chasms on rickety log erections and looping round out- 
running spurs of rock so sharply that on many occasions 
it was almost bent double. The flat trucks were laden 
with stores for the numerous Yellowhead camps; bales 
of pressed hay, cases of canned goods, sacks of flour, 
potatoes, oats, etc. 

The lumberman was acting as brakesman to the train. 
He spent most of his time in the engine cab reading a 
newspaper but whenever they approached a particularly 
precipitous down-grade the engine driver would give him 
a nudge and he would come down the string of trucks, 
leaping from one to another with the agility of a kanga* 
roo and winding on the brake handles. The descent over 
he would bound back towards the engine again, unwind- 
ing handles as he went. Michael was not invited into the 
engine cab so he sat down on a hay-bale and made the 
best of it. The sleet had cleared off and though vapory 
mists still drifted in the valley, high-up the sun was out. 
Thousands of feet above his head he could see the great 
snow-peaks shining blinding white against a clear blue 
sky; peak after peak cast up against the heavens like 
a foaming wave frozen solid just as it toppled over to 
flood the world. The scent of growing timber was every- 
where, overwhelming even the oily reek of the engine, 
scents of pine and cedar, fir and tamarack. The giant 
trees, trees far larger than any Michael had ever seen 
before, grew right down to the trackside and scaled the 
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mountains to the very fringes of the glaciers and the eter- 
nal snow. The engine shrieked and slowed down. The 
brakesman came leaping down the trucks to where 
Michael sat and as the train jarred to a halt, rolled the 
various cases and sacks over the edge of the truck and 
let them crash to the ground. There was no sign of a 
habitation, nobody awaiting them. After looking about 
for some time Michael made out a narrow track lead- 
ing into the timber. 

"Is this Twenty Mile?" he asked, 

"Nope. Fourteen," the brakeman replied, letting a 
case of salmon fall with such violence that it burst open 
and the tins jumped out and rolled away in every direc- 
tion. This did not seem to disturb him at all ; he felt in 
the pockets of his coat and bringing forth a small packet 
of mail commenced to sort through it. Retaining two 
letters, a postcard and a newspaper he stuffed the others 
back whence they came and unblushingly read the post- 
card. 

" View of Grand Rapids for Slim," he called to the 
engine driver. "A skirt there wants to know when 
he's coming back to marry her." 

"Marry her?" the engine driver queried. 

" That's what she says." 

Ben grunted. "She stands a hope! — she'll never 
catch Slim unless his two legs was broken. Anything 
else?" 

" Two shut letters for the Boss and a noospaper for 
Dutchie." 

"Dutchie! Can that dam Squareheard read then?" 

"Yep, he's a fine scholard. Gets a noospaper twice 
a month and reads it out loud. I've heard him." 
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" Humph ! " the engine driver commented. " This ycr 
eddication's very spreading, ain't it? " 

"You bet," said the brakesman, "you'll see Chinks 
and Injuns reading next. This yer Canady won't be a 
fit place for a white man before long." He placed the 
mail on an up-turned case by the trackside, weighed it 
down with a stone and jumped back on the truck. 

" Is that stuff quite safe there ? " Michael inquired. 

" I guess so. Why wouldn't it be ? There ain't no- 
body passes this way except me. Letter go, Ben! " 

Ben opened the throttle and let her go. The little train 
plunged into a green tunnel of cedars and came out on 
the river again. Michael saw several stacks of brown 
logs piled up on the opposite bank. A couple of men— 
one in a reddish shirt — were standing on the top of one 
of these stacks. They waved their big hats to the train 
and Ben answered with a toot on his whistle. A peculiar 
wailing cry came from the forests behind the log stacks 
and as Michael looked he saw a high treetop quiver and 
topple slowly out of sight. An echoing crash followed 
its disappearance and a fine mist of snow dust, like blown 
spray, rose and hung above the gap for a second. 

The brakesman appraised the accumulations along the 
bank with a professional eye. 

" Fourteen is sure stacking it up," he shouted to the 
engine driver. 

" They're out to skin Twenty Mile alive," Ben yelled. 
" But they'll have to go some. Chris is no slouch. Forty 
Mile outfit will have 'em both beat to a frazzle for the 
matter of that." 

"They did oughter," the brakesman retorted. 
** They're in a new limit cutting close to home. Ain't 
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got no long hauls. They did o'ughter. But I'll betcher 
ten dollars even money that Fourteen skins Twenty Mile, 
Chris or no Chris." 

" ril take you," came an answering howl from the 
engine. " Twenty, if you like." 

The brakesman leapt back to the cab and his news- 
paper, leaving Michael alone once more. The line hung 
closely to the river now, running on ledges cut in the 
live rock or built out from the cliffside on log shelves. 
At noon or thereabouts the engine hooted again and 
slowed to a standstill. 

" This is where you get off," said the brakesman to 
Michael, casting another truckload of mixed goods to the 
ground. " Follow that skid trail right through and you 
can't miss it!" 

Michael jumped down and pursuing the runner marks 
of a sleigh passed into the twilight of the woods. He 
had not far to go, three or four hundred yards brought 
him in view of a cluster of long shanties solidly walled 
with enormous pine logs and roofed with tarpaper. 

There was no one in sight but a multitude of double- 
headed axes leaning against the wall of one cabin and 
the shuffle of feet and clash of tin spoons against tin 
plates coming from within told him that the men were 
inside and at dinner. He hung about the door waiting. 

Presently a man came out, wiping his mouth with the 
back of his hand. He was dressed exactly as the brakes- 
man had been, except that he carried no coat and wore 
his checkered shirt outside his trousers, screwed up into a 
little knot behind which gave him the appearance of 
having a bob tail. He eyed Michael curiously and 
nodded. 
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" Looking for some person, bo ? " 

Michael explained his business. 

The man spat. " Gosh, we got all kinds of swampers. 
Well, you'll haveter see Chris, he's the loud noise here — 
a long guy with sandy whiskers. Has you ate ? " 

Michael shook his head. 

"Well, get inside and grapple yourself some chuck 
before it's all gone. Jist sit in anywhere and grapple 
with both hands." 

Michael thanked him and went in. 

Two tables, covered with the omnipresent oilcloth and 
burdened with tin bowls and dishes of steaming food, 
ran practically the whole length of the room. Round 
them sat between seventy and a hundred men, in blue- 
black or red-checked shirts, with their hats on, eating 
wolfishly. Not one of them noticed Michael's entrance 
by so much as the flicker of an eye. They bent over their 
plates and forked or spooned food into their mouths as 
if it was their last meal on earth. 

Michael hesitated for some minutes, then recognizing 
that he might conceivably wait until the end of his life 
before anybody invited him to sit down, he took the seat 
a repleted Swede had just left, and following instructions 
*' grappled " with both hands. The men about him ate 
enormously but with incredible speed, and he had not 
half done before they had all filed out leaving him alone. 
A couple of men, only distinguishable in dress from the 
ordinary run of lumberjack by the soiled aprons they 
wore, swept the dirty plates and cups off the tables into a 
double-handled basket and dragged it, clattering, into the 
cookhouse at the far end of the shack. 

Michael was just finishing his meal when the door 
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opened and a very tall, thin man came in. He had small 
alert eyes, a large masterful red nose, and a tight mouth 
almost hidden by a drooping mustache. His dress in no 
way different from that of the other men but Michael 
knew instinctively that it was the redoubtable Chris. 
Chris jerked his head almost imperceptibly in greeting 
and introduced himself. 

" Looking for me? Tm foreman here." 

For answer Michael handed him the employment slip. 
The boss glanced over it and bit his lip. 

" Alright," he drawled. " Take you on as swamper. 
Two dollars I pay. You can start right away, as soon 
as you're through eating." 

Michael intimated that he was ready immediately, and 
Chris led him outside. 

" Pack your turkey over there to the bunkhouse and 
tell the bull-cook to give you a place. Then come back 
here to me." 

When Michael returned a few minutes later he found 
him standing at the edge of a large square hole in the 
ground. 

" I'm making a potato store here against the frost," 
Chris explained. " I reckon it oughter be deepened an- 
other foot yet, so get that done first — there's a pick and 
shovel. After that go chop as many tamarack poles as 
you can — ^not more'n a foot through on the butt — and 
pack 'em back here. See? " 

Michael dropped down into the hole and dug for all 
he knew. There was no bone in the ground, the picking 
and shoveling was easy and in three-quarters of an hour 
he had finished that job and started out to look for poles. 
There was no one about the camp, with the exception of 
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the bull-cook, a decayed old woodsman who acted as 
housemaid in the bunkhouse, but Michael could hear the 
men at work around him in the forest. The clop-clop 
of axes, the steady zip-zip of saws and from time to time 
that wailing cry " Timb-er-r-r-r ! " preceding the thun- 
derous downfall of a giant tree. 

He had never done any chopping before but his ax was 
razor sharp and bit deep and cleanly into the white stems 
of the tamaracks. Pole after pole he dropped, trimmed 
them off and carried them back to the hole. He enjoyed 
it. He was at work once more after demoralizing weeks 
of inactivity. He had a job again and the anxiety about 
the future was temporarily over. He was glad he had 
not run back to Steve, his tail between his legs. In spite 
of all they said he had got work in the lumber woods and 
he thought he was going to like it. The food was excel- 
lent, the bunkhouse appeared warm and comfortable and 
the company promised to be amusing. He would stay 
the winter out here and go back to the prairies again in 
the spring — perhaps, if nothing better turned up. 

The short afternoon wore on. The eternal gloom of 
the woods deepened from green to blue. Through a gap 
in the treetops Michael could see a high snowpeak flush- 
ing pink in the sunset. 

A whistle blew three times somewhere in the heart of 
the forest ; the noise of saws and axes ceased ; far voices 
hallooed to one another. Some men went by him towards 
the bunkhouse, carrying canthooks on their shoulders. 
Then came a skidding team ; two placid gray Percheron 
horses trailing a pair of jointed steel hooks in the snow 
behind them and driven by a little French Canadian who 
whistled and chirruped to them like a bird. Michael 
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chopped on. His cuts were somewhat ragged — ^he could 
never hit the tree in exactly the same place twice — ^but 
for all that he was getting them down and doing very 
creditably, he thought. Suddenly he had a feeling that 
somebody was behind him. He looked round and saw 
Chris the foreman. He had come up silently in the snow 
and was watching his efforts with sour disapproval. 

" So that's all you've done? That few you've got scat- 
tered by the hole yonder? " he inquired. 

" What? — ^Yes — ^that is to say — " Michael stammered. 

The foreman sniffed. "Well, 'tain't enough. A 
workman could have done double.*' 

He surveyed the ragged cut in the pole Michael was 
hewing, his lip curling. "Did you ever handle an ax 
in your life before? I guess not. Well, I ain't got any 
time here to teach greenhorns. This is a logging outfit, 
not a kid's school. You go down the road to-morrer 
morning after breakfast." 

"Down the road?" Michael echoed in dismay. 

" Yep," said Chris, turning his back on him. " Down 
the road, the way you came. You're fired ! " 
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CHAPTER XII 

Michael, his blanket-roll slung across his shoulders, 
strode back down the railway tracks towards Fife. It 
was useless going north. That would only lead him 
along a chain of fully-manned lumber camps to plunge 
him finally into a wilderness which stretched frozen and 
lifeless to the Pole. It was south or nothing. 

He was in despair — a state of mind he had often ex- 
perienced of late. He was out of work again and prac- 
tically penniless, having spent by far the greater part of 
his money in traveling from Calgary to a job which 
had only lasted a few hours and for which he had got 
nothing in return. The three meals he had eaten had 
absorbed the dollar that half a day's work had earned 
him. There was something wrong somewhere. That 
one-eyed labor agent had said that Chris was a friend of 
his and would treat him (Michael) considerately, had 
put a star against his name to catch Chris' notice, in fact 
— ^and yet here he was on the road again — sacked. The 
problem was not so much how quickest to make a fortune 
as how to keep body and soul together. The clear 
urgency of the present, however, kept him from brooding 
overmuch on the dark future. He must get out of that 
valley and a roof over his head before night. Twenty 
miles to go in a short day and all afoot as the supply 
train would not be coming back to give him a lift! 

He strode over the snow-covered sleepers at a round 
pace but it was not easy walking, they were laid at irrcgiir 
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lar intervals and he had to be continually breaking step 
to keep on them, also his spikeless boots slipped discon- 
certingly on their frosty surfaces. Here and there he 
was able to walk for short distances on the trackside but 
it was rough going and in the end he gave it up and 
remained on the sleepers altogether. He passed the en- 
trance to Fourteen Mile outfit in good time. As usual 
there was nobody about. A sack of oats still lay in the 
snow where the brakesman had tossed it the previous 
day. 

Michael passed it by, went on a hundred yards or so, 
then halted, hesitated and turned back. He kicked about 
under the nearby bushes and bringing a tin of salmon to 
light slipped it quickly under the flap of his coat and has- 
tened guiltily down the track. 

" By God, Fm slipping down the scale — scavenging," 
he muttered to himself. " But I don't care, they had lost 
it anyhow and the brutes owe me something." 

At noon he halted beside a little cascade, half -water, 
half -icicles, that came leaping down the mountainside like 
a shower of cut glass, and ate the lunch of bread and 
beef he had got from the camp cook, slaked his thirst at 
the waterfall and rolling the few crumbs of tobacco he 
^ had left into a cigarette gave himself up to a few minutes* 
rest. He smoked his cigarette to the end then pulled the 
blanket rope over his shoulder and started once more. 
He was alarmed to find how stiff he had become in that 
short twenty minutes of rest. It was weeks since he had 
done any walking to speak of and now he was quite out 
of condition. His feet, from continual slogging against 
the edges of rough sleepers, began to ache. 

Half an hour's walking thawed the stiffness out of him 
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temporarily but he knew he must not stop again and also 
that it was going to take every ounce of his strength to 
get him into Fife by nightfall. He troubled no more 
about the Titan scenery around him but pushed doggedly 
on, keeping his eyes glued to the track. It seemed un- 
ending. As the afternoon closed in he looked up now 
and again expecting each time to see the shingle roofs of 
Fife ahead and each time was disappointed. The blue 
sky dusked over ominously, dark clouds of vapor swept 
overhead up the valley like smoke sucked up by a funnel. 
A few snowflakes fell, a blast of chill wind cleared the 
cloud away for some minutes showing a raw yellow sun- 
set sky and then the snow fell again, more determinedly 
this time. Flakes whirling into Michael's eyes made it 
difficult for him to see. While crossing a trestle bridge 
he made a false step and put one leg through the sleepers. 
For a moment he thought his leg was broken but after 
the first stab of pain he found he had only wrenched it a 
little and barked the skin from instep to knee; it was 
painful but not serious. 

He completed the passage of the bridge on all fours 
and limped on into the gathering night at a fraction of 
his former speed. The purr of the river on his left grew 
fainter and fainter and he knew that he had come to a 
point, two or three miles out of Fife, where it swerved 
eastwards round some low-lying flats. He limped on, 
bent under his pack, blinking against the feathery drift 
of snow, but more cheerful. Shelter was within appre- 
ciable distance now ; he thanked his stars he still had the 
price of a night's lodging. A rough sleigh track coming 
from the mountain slopes crossed the rails at right angles 
and dipped down hill to the flats. As Michael stepped 
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over it he thought he heard a cry coming from his left. 
He paused and listened but could hear nothing further 
except the slump of snow as some overburdened branch 
shook its load to the ground and the low moan of wind 
in the pinetops. He moved on, then halted again for 
again he thought he heard a cry. It might be the scream 
of some animal caught in a trap or the creak of a broken 
bough. On the other hand there was a human note in 
it, he thought. He would make sure. He cupped his 
mouth in his hands and hallooed at the top of his lungs. 
"HuUo! HuUo-o-o!" 

The answer came immediately, faint but frantic, again 
and again. Somebody in pressing trouble evidently. He 
turned back to the sleigh track and followed it down to 
the flats led by the calling voice. He drew nearer and 
nearer to it. The way lay down hill through a belt of 
young trees and old stumps, an abandoned timber limit, 
logged off years before. A clearing showed Michael a 
large cabin standing in a split-rail inclosure at the foot 
of the incline, but there was nothing on the track between 
it and him. He shouted again, " Where are you? " 

" Here, here ! " came the answer from low down on 
his left. He looked over the bank but a dark pile of logs 
lying tumbled at the bottom was all he could see. 

"Where? "he called. 

" Down here under these logs," came a shout from the 
invisible one. 

Michael ran down the slope and approached the pile. 

" Don't tread on me," said the voice, and looking down 
Michael saw a man's face looking up at him from the 
snow, his body was completely covered with the logs. 

" Are you hurt? " Michael asked. 
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" No, I don't think so, but I'm too cold to feel much. 
I'm pinned tight, can't move. I was riding the load down 
hill, all out, without a chain on the runners and the bob- 
sleigh skidded over. Lift the logs off, will you? " 

Michael set to work, working from the top and taking 
the logs singly it was no difficult job, though the com- 
bined weight of them must have been enormous. 

" I wonder they didn't crush you out flat," he said as 
he pulled the man clear. 

" Would have if there hadn't been a foot of soft 
snow on the ground," said the other tottering in a 
drunken circle. " Give me an arm over to the shack, old 
man. I'm not frozen, I think, but both my legs have 
gone dead." 

Michael put an arm under him, got him across to the 
cabin and let him drop on a rough settle made of pine 
poles and covered with caribou skins. The man lay back 
groaning with the pain of the blood returning to his 
limbs. Michael lit a tin lamp and finding a stack 
of kindling beside the stove tossed it in and set it 
alight. 

"By the way, what happened to the horses?" he 
asked. • 

" Snapped off the whiffle-tree pin and bolted," said the 
other. " You'll find them outside the stable I expect, put 
'em in like a good fellow." 

A pair of stocky French-Canadian mares were stand- 
ing at the door of a big bam, covered with snow from 
their tumble, reins wound about their legs, but luihurt, as 
far as he could see. He put them away for the night 
and returned to the cabin. 

The man was sittihg up, stamping his feet and rubbing 

Digitized by L3OOQ IC 



140 THE BLACK KNIGHT 

his thighs. He was coming round rapidly. He looked 
up as Michael entered. 

" I say, I haven't said a word of thanks to you, but 
this goes a bit beyond it, I think. If I can be of the 
slightest use to you in any way, at any time, I shall take 
it as a great favor if you'll let me know." 

" Oh dry up," Michael snapped. " What on earth did 
I do out of the ordinary? that a child almost, couldn't or 
wouldn't have done ? " 

" You saved my life, whatever way you like to put it," 
said the other. " I've been thinking some pretty long 
thoughts this last hour pinned down under that load wait- 
ing to freeze to death. By God, I've had luck, luck! 
Not one man comes down that railway track in a week 
and never at this time of night. I am no end grateful to 
you ! " He limped to the table and turned up the light. 

" My oath ! " he exclaimed amazedly. " If it isn't 
M. D. I. Winter of Merton! " 

Michael started, stared back and knew it was useless 
to dissemble. The man he had just rescued was a man 
of his own year and though he had never known him 
personally he knew of him well enough. 

" I don't expect you savvy who I am," went on the 
. other. " I wasn't a Blue and a celebrity like you ; * Foot- 
lights Freddy ' they used to call me, I was the prize ass 
of The House. How are you. Winter?" 

He held out his hand across the table and Michael 
shook it wondering what had brought the Hon. Frederick 
Miles Hume- Addison to this cabin of the woods; the gay 
and volatile "chorus girls' friend" whom he had last 
seen dancing a spirited pas seul in female attire before a 
bonfire of furniture on the cobbles of " Peckover," while 
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his friends, stationed in upper windows, bombarded the 
Dons with sodawater bottles. He smiled at the memory. 
" How are you? By the way, my name's Thorley now- 
a-days" 

" FootlightsTFreddy " nodded with ready tact. '* Autre 
pays autres noms" — eh? Tm slightly incog myself. 
Call me Addison, Mother dear, but, for heaven's sake, 
don't let on about my Guv'nor and the title; in this 
democratic land nobody would ever take me seriously 
again; they get their ideas of the British nobility from 
Broadway musical comedy and laugh every time you 
open your mouth." 

He dropped back on the settle again and whistled as he 
felt the twinges in his reviving feet. The color was 
coming back to his face and the power to his limbs, but 
he was still considerably shaken. 

" I say," he said presently, " I wish you'd stop with me 
for the night; my nerve's a bit shaken for the moment. 
You're not in any raging hurry to get anywhere, are 
you, Thorley?" 

Michael smiled ironically. No, he was not in any rag- 
ing hurry to get anywhere; in all the world there was 
no place for him to go. Here at hand was at least a 
night's lodging and two square meals. 

" ni stay if you like," he replied. 

"Good!" said the other. "You cian have * Sour- 
dough's ' bed and there's tons of grub— that reminds me 
— supper." 

He jerked himself upright and tottered towards the 
cupboard, holding on to the table with both hands. 

Michael forestalled him. " Lie down and take it easy^ 
I'll see to it." 
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There was, as Addison had said, no lack of food in the 
house; the cupboard overflowed with irregularly carved 
pieces of bacon, odds and ends of bread, half-emptied 
pots of jam, clots of butter and any quantity of varied 
tinned goods. 

His sojourn with Steve had taught Michael the rudi- 
ments of cooking and he soon had a plentiful meal of 
bacon and potatoes frying over the purring stove. Addi- 
son lay on his back on the settle and talked to him while 
he cooked. " Sourdough " Simpson, it appeared, was 
Addison's employer, the owner of the little "mixed** 
farm. 

" I wish you could meet him, he*s no end of a card. 
Little, wizened-up chap like a baked monkey," said Addi- 
son. " Been all over the earth prospecting, working like 
a nigger in the most God-deserted places, mostly quite 
alone. Missed immense fortune by a hair's-breadth time 
and time again. Finally, on his sixty-second birthday, 
he chucked up the sponge, decided to retire, invested what 
little money he had left in a small farm on Vancouver 
Island and settled down to live out the rest of his life 
in peace. Then, when digging a well in his backyard, 
he dropped into a seam of coal. He's a dollar million- 
aire now, got it salted away on deposit in half a dozen 
banks. Odd yarn, isn't it? As he says himself, *The 
dam stuff dodged me for thirty-eight years, then when 
I gave up the hunt it walked into the house after me and 
pulled me outer bed.' " 

" Curious way for a millionaire to live," said Michael 
with a glance round the littered shack. 

" Think so? " said Addison. " I fancy a chap travels 
«ott comfortably on his own level and this sort of thing 
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is what Sourdough is used to. He did run mad for a 
bit in the approved * bonanza-king ' fashion, dressed him- 
self up in heavyweight jewelry, lived in the bridal suites 
of flash hotels and stood champagne baths to all comers, 
but it soon wore him out, so he came back to the moun- 
tains and bought this place. He's a most amusing card. 
Sometimes he won't speak to me for d^ys, then he breaks 
loose and talks and talks. You never heard such yarns, 
of old days among the Indians and down on the Mexican 
border, on the Australian gold rushes and in the Yukon 
in the stampede of '97 and '98. Sings too. He's got a 
concertina he's very proud of. He makes it screech like 
a stuck pig and sings ballads of his own composition in 
a shrill, tuneless treble. One of 'em ' Down in San Jose 
Pinas' — ^has forty-one verses and is still growing. It 
bc^ns — 

" ' Oh Gee ! Don't I wish I was back in San Jose 
Where the young Greaser gals is so rosy. 
So rosy and white — ^when they ain't a bit yeller 
With eyes big as fry-pans they worry a feller 
Ki-yi-yippy-doodledum dey! 

" ' I wish I was back in San Jose so far 

With my little Nita playing her guitar! 
I'd puff my cigarro and rattle the dice 
And lap up the pulque, which ain't very nice — 
It'd scorch the hide off an armadillo — ^but is cheap at the 
price > 

Ki-yi-yippy-doodledum dey ! * 

I wish yovi could hear him at it. No two verses alike in 
length or meter. He delivers it in a voice that sounds like 
a lone cur howling at its fleas, accompanied by wild 
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blasts of din from the concertina. It's an experience, 
I promise you.*' 

"Where is he now?" Michael inquired, transhipping 
sizzling bacon to plates. 

" Gone down to Revelstoke to get a pig — or a wife. 
He didn't seem quite decided which it should be. Peri- 
odically, when I let the happy home get in a muck — such 
as you now behold — ^he flies into a histrionic fury, swears 
he'll sack me and get someone to keep the place tidy — 
either a wife to keep down the waste or a pig to absorb 
it — and departs to Revelstoke. He has had three blank 
shots already. Usually returns after a day or so, heavy- 
headed, but empty-handed, and holds forth at length on 
the pitfalls that beset the feet of a young man of sixty- 
six in the wicked city. Once, he swears, he actually did 
buy a pig — at least it distinctly was a pig when he paid 
for it at Revelstoke, he remembers twisting its tail to 
hear it squeal — ^but when he came to take it off the train 
at Fife it had miraculously changed into an aged billy- 
goat which knocked him down and spurned him as he 
lay. Scenting the hand of the supernatural in it he 
presented the goat to a Chinese laundry boy and ran all 
the way home. I haven't the slightest fear of being 
ousted. He thinks I'm the damnedest fool on record and 
wouldn't part with me for anything. I'm one long 
scream to ^Sourdough' — sort of pet monkey. These 
Revelstoke excursions are only an excuse to irrigate his 
sun-dried system and swap lies with old friends." 

He drew a chair up to the table and fell on the plenti- 
ful mixed meal Michael had assembled. " I say, you're 
a peach of a cook, Wint — Thorley, awfully obliged to 
you. Golly, it's odd meeting you out here like this, ain't 
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it? Sein you playing Rugger scores of times, of course, 
but somehow we never met." 

"No^ we never did somehow," said Michael, "and 
you're about the last chap on earth I should have ex- 
pected to see here— doing this/' 

"Surprise you, does it?" mumbled Addison, his 
mouth full of potatoes. " Surprises me sometimes. 
Still that's the secret of a full life, old son, change, 
change, toujours la change. Things happen -to one 
after t'other like turns at a music hall and all dif- 
ferent. I've come ramping across this continent doing 
any job that turned up, but only as long as they interested 
me and not a second longer. As soon as I'd ripped the 
guts out of a job — so to speak — I'd sack myself and take 
up another, great fun ! Have hardly had a dull minute. 
Adventures all along the line." 

" But where's that going to end you? " Michael asked. 

" End me ! Why in Adderly Court, near Glastonbury, 
Somersetshire, England, of course. You didn't think I 
was doing this from necessity, did you? Oh no, kind 
friend. I'm trying to jam a little excitement into what 
promises to be an uncommonly dull life. I suddenly rea- 
lized that my poor old Dad wasn't for this world very 
much longer and that before long I should be in his 
shoes and it would then be up to me to play the game. I 
saw myself squatting in pompous splendor in the back- 
woods of Somerset, doling out stick-jaw to the? tenants' 
offpsring and red flannel petticoats to the tenants' grand- 
dams ; tootling up to Town now and again to talk heavy 
drivel in the House or vote on some pettifogging Bill, 
getting more pompous and fatter in the head every year 
and I fled, old fellow, I fled. I'll see something of the 
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jolly old rolling world first, I said, also of the odd, amusr 
ing people in it and here I am feverishly cramming ad- 
ventures together against the long, dull afterwards." 

He slung his empty plate into an open packing-case 
in the comer and screwed his chair round to face the 
stove. 

" Pitch all those dirty troughs and platters in there, 
Wint— Thorley," he directed. " We'll wash 'em in the 
morning. Here's 'baccy, fill your pipe and teU me all 
about yourself. My Aunt, you were a crack three- 
quarter in your, day ! " 
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CHAPTER XIII 

Michael woke up early next morning, from habit, 
and thrust his blankets back. 

" Don't get up unless you want to," said Addison from 
his bed on the other side of the litde sleeping room. 
" It's a rotten day, snowing like sin and nothing doing. 
I never get up on bad days until I feel like it. * Sour- 
dough' does all the chores. He's badly afflicted with 
early rising. I always tell him he murdered a man at 
five o'clock in the morning and has never been able to 
sleep since. Lie down and take it easy." 

Michael lay back again, gratefully; he was stiff from 
his walk of the day before and, as the other had said, 
there was nothing to get up for, nothing but another day 
of snow and cold and defeat; as well to snatch a little 
warmth and rest while he could. He rolled himself up 
in the blankets once more and took thought of the mor- 
row. He would stay until " Sourdough " returned, then 
push on to Fife and get a job somehow, somewhere. H^ 
would have to. Only three dollars and a few cents re- 
mained in his pocket now. It was a job or starve. Any 
job, he didn't care what — even to "peddlin' ladies' 
notions in a soft goods store " as Andy had proposed not 
long before and which he had laughed to scorn. 

At niiie o'clock Addison rolled out of bed and saw to 
the horses while Michael cooked again. Breakfast fin- 
ished, they spent an hour salving the wreck of the bob- 
sleigh and while they were thus engaged " Sourdough " 
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appeared. He came trotting down the track from the 
railway, a diminutive figure, not five feet high, dressed 
in a large coon-skin cap pulled well over his eyes and a 
coat of Australian bear with the collar turned up. . None 
of his features, except a sharp blue nose, were visible. 
He looked like some furtive furry animal. 

" Hello ! " cried Addison surprised. " Look what the 
wind's blown in ! Morning * Sourdough ' — what, aren't 
you going to kiss me? You're back slightly ahead of 
time, aren't you? Where's the pig? Oh, look out, look 
out! there's a big black billygoat following you! " 

The litde man shot a scared glance over his shoulder 
and trotted on and into the cabin without replying to 
his hilarious retainer. 

Addison grinned and tossed his hammer into the snow. 
" I'd best go and have a look at the lad," he said. " Be 
back in a moment" Ten minutes later he returned, 
laughing. " He's gone to bed cap, coat, boots and all. 
I tried to un-shoe him but he kicked and growled so 
atrociously that I gave it up. Won't speak a word to me 
either. I expect his old head is seething somewhat. The 
wicked city again. Alas ! " 

The invalid did not appear for lunch. Addison took 
him a mug of hot tomato soup and had it thrown at him 
for his pains. He then leaned against the door- jamb, 
out of range, and addressed a sermon to " Sourdough " 
on the evil of his ways. " Sourdough," of whom nothing 
was visible beneath the blankets save the top of his fur 
cap and the tip of his sharp nose — through which he 
presumably breathed — replied with incoherent growlings. 
In the late afternoon Michael set out for Fife, Addison 
seeing him as far as the railway track. As they closed 
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the shack's door behind them a series of shrill yelps ac- 
companied by a dreadful long-drawn blast on a concer- 
tina sounded in the bedroom. Addison nodded and 
laughed. 

"Mr. Simpson has reached the convalescent stage. 
Here beginneth the first verse of ' My Coyame Rose,' an 
unprintable idyll of the Border, an experiment in vers 
Kbre without rhyme, rhythm or reason. Mr. Simmonds 
will be himself again ere long. It's a pity you can't stop." 

At the point where the sleigh track met the rails — ^the 
point where Michael had first heard the cries for help the 
night before — the pair shook hands. 

" Keep straight down and you can't miss Fife, it isn't 
far," said Addison, " and, I say, Thorley, if I can be of 
service to you in any way — " he hesitated uncomfortably, 
" — if a couple or five hundred dollars would be of any 
use — just a loan, you know — ^why, I'd only be too 
happy " 

Michael forced a laugh. "Oh no, thanks, I'm quite 
all right in that line. Thanks all the same. Good-by, 
Addison." 

" Good-by, Thorley. But, remember, if you ever want 
anything it's yours, I shall never forget the debt I owe 
you. So long." 

Michael waved his hand and set off down the sleepers 
towards the town, cursing himself for being such a fool 
as to refuse the other's offer of a loan. Five hundred 
dollars would have tided him over the winter and in 
the spring or summer he could have repaid it. Five hun- 
dred dollars either way would not have troubled Addi- 
son; he was full of money and had a home and capital 
behind him. What a fool he had been! And yet he 
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could not quite bring himself to borrow from Addison, 
The adventure hunter's admiration of his old prowess 
as a footballer had been so warm. He remembered every 
outstanding incident of Michael's career in the field. 
That swerving dash through the Harlequin pack; his 
outpacing and tackling of Pilcher the Scots flyer ; an in- 
credible drop-goal from hard on the touch-line in an 
inter-' Varsity match. Brave memories! Michael could 
not bring himself to supply them by admitting his later 
failures by revealirtg that he was out of work, friendless 
and penniless — even though he might benefit financially 
thereby. As well to have somebody who thought him a 
fine fellow still. 

He rounded a spur of rocks and saw the scattered 
lights of Fife twinkling in the gray dusk. He had to 
find a cheap night's lodging somewhere and on the mor- 
row — Oh, why worry about the morrow ? It would come 
fast enough with its own pack of troubles. It was the 
present night that mattered. It was only the present hour 
that ever mattered now, day to day, hand to mouth. 

Something dark moved on the trackside. It was a 
man, crouched double beside the sleepers stuffing small 
knobs of coal into an old oat sack. As Michael came 
abreast of him, he stood up, swung the sack over his 
shoulder and walked townwards beside Michael. 

" Been picking up a bit of firing," he explained, " these 
blooming logging trains load their coal racks up so high 
and so careless they rattle the top layer off before they're 
half a mile out of town. Well, I don't grumble. Their 
loss is my gain. You're from the Yellowhead Camps^ 
I suppose?" 

"Yes," said Michael. 
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"Which one?" 

"Twenty Mile/' 

" Oh, hoo ! Twenty Mile ! And how's my dear old 
college chum Chris keeping? Nicely, I hope? " 

" Seemed to be all right," said Michael. " I was only 
there half a day, though. He fired me." 

The coal scavenger whistled. " Half a day and then 
fired — quick work ! Greenhorn, I suppose ? " 

" Yes," Michael admitted. " But the labor agent in 
Calgary said it didn't matter." 

" One-eyed bloke, eats a cold cigar and talks like a dog 
barking?" 

" That's the chap." 

The coal-scavenger whistled again. " Didn't put a 
little star-mark on your ticket, did he? " 

" Yes, he did," said Michael, " he put it there to show 
Chris I was new to the job and allowances were to be 
made for me — or so he said Doesn't seem to have had 
much eflfect though." 

The other man laughed. "Do you know what that 
mark was for, son? It was to show Chris you were 
green and could be fired right away." 

"What?" 

" Fact. I know, 'cos the same thing happened to me 
— ^and half a dozen others. We all had that star against 
our names and we, none of us, lasted more'n half a day." 

" But, good Lord, what was the object in fooling me 
like that?" 

" The object was the two dollars you paid him for the 
job — I guess you paid him two dollars, didn't you? I 
thought so, we all did. Well, one dollar is the ordinary 
fee, as any of the blokes around the agency could have 
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told you, only I expect he swore you to secrecy like he 
did the rest of us. He charged you two dollars 'cos Chris 
wants a dollar out of it as well." 

" But — ^but do you mean to say he'd go to all that 
trouble for one filthy dollar? " 

" I do and when you come to think of it it's no trouble 
to him— or Chris. All the trouble he's put to is writing 
out a strip of paper. All the trouble Chris has is to fire 
you. One dollar don't sound much but suppose they fool 
fifty greenhorns in a season that means fifty dollars each 
— ^ten pounds — and all for nothing — see?" 

" By God, I'll let the Yellowhead Company know all 
about this," Michael muttered. 

" You can tell 'em all you like," said the other, " but 
it won't cut any ice. Think they're going to take your 
word against that of their crack foreman? Not likely. 
It don't affect their pockets. If you were fool enough to 
be done out of two dollars by an unauthorized agent in 
Calgary, that's your fault, they'll say. If you got into 
Twenty Mile camp as a skilled Iimiberjack and weren't 
a skilled lumberjack, Chris was quite right to fire you, 
they'll say. All you'll get from the Yellowhead Com- 
pany is the toe of its boot, boy — ^that's all I got, any- 
how." 

Michael gritted his teeth. " I hate to lie down under 
that sort of treatment." 

The man looked at him sharply. " I didn't say any- 
thing about lying down under it. did I ? " 

" What do you suggest, then? " 

" Me? — Oh, I don't suggest nothing. I've got an idea 
somebody may be sorry for fooling me someday, that's 
all." He halted and turned on Michael. " Say, mate, 
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how are you fixed ? Got anywhere to go or have those 
swine taken your last dime ? " 

" Just about/' said Michael. " No, I've got nowhere 
to go." 

The man stared at him again. " You're from the Old 
Country like myself, aren't you? " 

" Yes." 

** All right, come along with me. I'll find you a roof 
anyhow and it won't cost you nothing." 

They crossed the spider-legged trestle bridge, turned 
westwards up the main railway line for half a mile or 
so until they were clear of the town and climbed over a 
pig-wire itnce into a small apple orchard. At the end of 
the orchard was a single story bungalow. Shutters were 
closed and barred across the windows; no smoke came 
from the chimneys; a tattered strip of striped awning 
hung flapping from the verandah eaves; a creeper lolled 
forwards from one wall, blown loose from its hold. 
Neglect showed everywhere. Michael's new friend 
dropped his coal-sack on the verandah floor, lifted up a 
shutter bar, opened one shutter and displayed an open 
window beyond. He climbed through this dragging the 
sack after him and bidding Michael follow. He then 
closed the shutter, dropping the bar back into its rest by 
means of an ingenious string bobbin, latched the window 
and struck a match. It revealed an empty room, not a 
stick of any kind of furniture did it contain. The man 
caught the mouth of his sack again and dragged it across 
the floor and through the door, into another room at the 
back of the house. He struck another match and lit a 
candle which was glued to the windowsill by its own 
grease. 
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This room was also empty save for a rough stove, a 
table constructed from the door of an outhouse propped 
up on four pine sticks and a heap of fir twigs and 
blankets in one corner. 

"Well, how will this suit you?" the man inquired. 
" Traid the grand pianner is round at the tuner's and the 
antimacassar's in the wash this week, but the roof's 
sound, anyhow." 

Michael was seeming light. " Empty, isn't it? " 

"Was till I found it," said the man, opening a cup- 
board and picking out a handful of fire kindUng. " Been 
empty eight months, I believe. It's not a bad little crib, 
half a mile off any road and out of sight among the 
apple trees. Nobody ever comes here and ain't likely to 
until spring. It's quite safe." 

He dropped the firing into the stove, lit it and shot 
some coal on top. " Hungry? " 

" I am rather," Michael admitted. " But, look here, 
I've got this towards it," he produced his tin of salmon. 

The man studied the label. " Hello, Bellakola River 
Sockeye. Triangle Brand — ^you got this from the Yel- 
lowhead Company? " 

" Er— er— yes." 

" Thought so, there ain't nobody else uses this brand 
about here," he laughed. " That's the ticket. Take all 
you can get out of the Yellowhead. I do. Look here." 
He threw open another cupboard and showed Michael 
shelf upon shelf all loaded with tins. " I soaked the 
labels off in case anybody should call round unexpected, 
but they all come from the Yellowhead, every one." 

" How do you get them? " 

" That's my affair; p'raps I'll show you some day." 
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He brought a curious instrument rather like a dumsy 
chisel out of the inside of his trousers and opened the 
tin with it, set the salmon to warm over the fire and 
busied himself about boiling tea. All his cooking utensils 
were made from old tins of various sizes, their rough 
edges hammered down. Some had serviceable handles of 
fence-wire fitted to them, others had holes pierced in their 
bottoms to form strainers. Small condensed milk tins 
were made into mugs ; flatter fish tins into plates. Two 
large Standard Oil tins had been turned into buckets, 
another had had its seams split halfway down and the 
loose sides turned over. This made a handy wash basin. 

Forks were of cleverly twisted galvanized wire; spoons 
of wood beautifully carved with a knife. The stove itself 
was home-made, formed of an old oil drum and strips 
of hoop-iron and connected with the permanent built-in 
chimney by a pipe of beaten-out biscuit tins, wrapped 
round with wire and plastered with clay. Michael mar- 
velled at the ingenuity of the man. They made a good 
supper of salmon, baked beans, biscuit and tea, washed 
up and then laid their bedding out ; the man sharing his 
mat of fir twigs with Michael. 

His name was George Towns and he was a sailor. 

Lured by the high wages for harvesting he had deserted 

his ship at Quebec and traveled west, ** riding the rods " 

^ — ^that is stealing rides on freight trains by lying on the 

tie-rods underneath the trucks. 

He had done well enough on a threshing gang but lost 
most of his money playing poker. His trip to Twenty 
Mile camp from Calgary had eaten the rest of it. 

The thought that at his time of life — after having 
sailed round the world three times and kept his end up 
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among a score of tough crews and among the riff-raff of 
a hundred cut-throat ports — ^he should be fooled and de- 
frauded by a backwoods landsman was unbearable to 
him. Whenever he mentioned either the Yellowhead 
Company or Chris — ^which he frequently did — ^his lan- 
guage reached a degree of venom and filth which was 
almost incredible. Otherwise he was an honest, clean, 
industrious man. Michael lived with him for nearly a 
month and experienced nothing but kindness at his hands. 
There was no work in Fife and they lived on in the 
empty bungalow, mainly on what the sailor stole from 
the Yellowhead Company. Towns was quite willing to 
work when any offered but when none did he insisted 
on the Yellowhead Company supporting him. They, or 
their hireling, had got him into this hole, he argued. 
Very good, they should pay for it. 

He spent most of the day singing sea songs, his tattooed 
arms bared to the elbow, tinkering at and improving his 
household goods, his only tools a clasp knife and the 
weapon he kept always in the slack of his trousers, slung 
to his braces by a loop of boot-lace. It was made out of 
an old file, Michael discovered. Towns had ground 
down the square end to a chisel edge and used it either 
as a screwdriver or a jimmy. The other sharp handle 
end he used as a punch or a marlin-spike. With it in 
hand he could get through anything. 

At dusk they would both issue through the window 
and go their way. Michael to forage for firewood and 
coal, Towns to the Yellowhead Company's store for pro- 
visions. His method of entry was simple. He would 
walk down the ice until he come opposite the store, then 
climb the bank, dodge into a pile of rotting sleepers 
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and wait there until the coast was clear. He was seldom 
disturbed. No logging trains operated at night aad the 
regular freighters never used that switch. Towns went 
in through the back of the store. It was made of half- 
inch boards nailed vertically. 

He would push a large stone aside, insert the jimmy 
end of his universal tool in the cracks of the two boards 
the stone had covered and lever them outwards. From 
frequent usage they came quite easily, the nails hardly 
had any retaining influence at all and that was why he 
lodged the stone against them. When he first conceived 
his idea of living on the Company he had gone down to 
the store when the supply train was in, had slipped 
through the open door when the brakesman was not look- 
ing and got himself locked in there. There were some 
bales of blankets piled against the back wall. He moved 
these, worked a couple of boards loose behind them, 
moved the bales back a foot from the wall and got out. 
Getting in he had only to pull up the ends of the loose 
boards, slip through the gap, let the boards drop back 
behind him, climb over the screen of blanket bales and 
the store was at his mercy. He was a discriminating 
thief, stealing only a tin from each case at a time and 
covering his tracks with the utmost care. 

The commissariat of all logging concerns is lavish and 
the Yellowhead with its six big camps handled enormous 
quantities of food. That these insignificant pilferings of 
Towns' would ever be noticed was unlikely. 

Michael prayed they would not. He hated his way of 
life but saw no way out of it. He had no money and 
could get none. There was no work in Fife. Beyond 
two days' snow-shoveling in the streets after an ex- 
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traordinary heavy fall and three days* ice-cutting on the 
river for the local brewery, he had not earned a dollar 
since he came there. Some night he felt sure that Towns 
would be caught and then it would be up to him to stand 
by his friend — being equally guilty. The sailor puzzled 
him not a little. He fretted under this life of idleness 
as much as did Michael and longed for the sea and the 
stmshine« He talked of the sea without cease, of the 
South Seas particularly. He had spent some years 
among the Islands, picking up beche de mer, copra, labor 
— ^anjrthing, in a fore and aft schooner out of Brisbane 
and pined mightily to be beating up for Tahiti again with 
the peak of Orohema rising in purple out of the blue 
horizon. He longed to wander at his ease through some 
palm-shadowed village at warm nightfall, munching cus- 
tard apples and guavas, while about him brown, flower- 
decked people sang, danced and clapped their hands. 

The Victoria parade at Suva in the full sunshine with 
the band playing . . . dodging through the spouting 
reefs into Apia with the schooner answering sweetly to 
the touch . . . green-gemmed isles in a peacock ocean. 

He talked on while he tinkered at his pots, improvised 
furniture, or washed his clothes. Talked of ships and 
storms, of ports and cargoes, captains and crews, and 
Michael could not understand why, if he loved the sea 
so much, he did not go to it. It was not far away. 
He could " ride the rods *' again to Vancouver or Seattle 
and from there, easily get a ship to San Francisco, the 
fount of the island trade. He asked Towns about it once 
but got no answer from the sailor beyond that he guessed 
he'd go when he was ready. Even on the nights when 
there was an ample supply of food on hand and he was 
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not burgling the store he would go on the prowl in the 
town alone. 

Where he went exactly and with what object Michael 
did not know for Towns kept strangely silent about these 
nocturnal excursions, but Michael l^ad an idea he was 
waiting and watching for something. 
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CHAPTER XIV 

A WEEK before Christmas Michael got work. Towns, 
who was on the prowl in the purlieus of Fife one evening 
saw somebody being wheeled off to hospital in a hand 
ambulance and ascertaining that it was the stable man 
from Sutcliffe's livery barn who had been severely kicked 
in the stomach by a customer's horse, rushed round to 
Sutcliffe himself and applied to fill the vacancy. Having 
got the job — on probation — he asked leave to fetch his 
kit and routed Michael out. 

" Put your stuff together and get down there as fast 
as you can," he urged. 

"But don't you want the job yourself?" Michael 
asked. 

" Me ? With 'orses ? Not likely ! I wouldn't handle a 
*orse with a ten-foot boathook. I fair loathes the sight 
of them. H I had my way I'd have the perishers done 
away with by law — dangerous swine! Besides that I 
don't expect to be in these parts much longer. Now get 
you down there quick and if Sutcliffe makes any shindy 
tell him I sent you and that ypu know all about horses 
and that I don't." 

So Michael went. Sutcliffe made no objections at all. 
A few shrewd questions readily answered showed him 
that Michael did understand something of animals and 
furthermore Sutcliffe wanted to go home; one of his 
children was ill. He handed over the keys of the oat 
and bran bins, showed Michael the scale of charges 
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tacked to the wall of the office, pointed out where he 
could sleep and took himself off. 

There was a sheet iron stove in the office and a camp 
bed and there Michael took up his abode. He was 
moderately comfortable. The office was warm and he 
had few night calls. Sutcliffe kept only two pairs of 
buggy horses for hire; the greater part of his income 
came from stabling and feeding teams from the outlying 
ranches while their owners did business in Fife. 

Sutcliffe was a straw-colored, middle-aged widower 
with a placid disposition and a large family of freckled 
girls who bullied him unmercifully. He seldom spoke to 
Michael— or indeed to anybody — but they got on with- 
out friction and shared the work fairly. Sutcliffe had 
all his meals at home (atrociously cooked by his eldest 
daughter) relieving his helper immediately after. Mich- 
ael ate at a small Greek restaurant close at hand. 

Christmas came with a rush of business that kept 
Michael on the run from dawn to dark but he did not 
mind that. He was at work again, at work on a job 
he could handle with credit, earning his bread fairly and 
squarely. He earned considerably more than a bare liv- 
ing during that Christmas week — in tips. His first tip 
— offered him by a genial and alcoholic apple-grower — 
he refused instinctively, recoiling • from the man's out- 
stretched hand as though it contained something lethal. 

The rancher laughed. " All ri', Buddy, all ri'. No 
offense meant. It's the custom this time o' the year.'* 
He hiccoughed gently and slipped the coin back in his 
pocket. 

Michael regretted his refusal almost instantly. Was 
he in a position to decline money of any sort? Emphati- 
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cally he was not. A jobbing 'ostler with the airs of a 
Grand Duke! Comic! Ridiculous! He very nearly 
asked the rancher to give him the half-dollar after all. 
Never again did he refuse a tip and many fell to him 
for the customers, for the most part, were an open- 
handed lot and seasonably generous. 

By the time New Year was over he had close on fifty 
dollars in a tobacco tin buried down in a rat-hole in a 
corner of the stables. Then, for the first time since his 
departure from Macgillveray he wrote to Steve. He 
gave a brief resume of his adventures, said he had had a 
difficult time but at last thought he had found steady 
work for the rest of the winter and was getting slowly 
ahead of the game. 

George Towns had not yet left the district, and was 
still living in the empty bungalow on goods purloined 
from the Yellowhead Company. 

Michael, who was fond of the man and who lived in 
perpetual dread of his capture, offered him his savings 
but the sailor would not accept them. He stood in no 
need of money, he said, had made a little by doing a day*s 
work here and there and the Yellowhead Company 
should keep him until he chose to leave Fife altogether. 
As for being caught, there was no fear of that; he had 
devised a system of simple but effective danger signals 
round the store which would give him ample warning if 
his back entrance had been discovered and there was any- 
body inside waiting for him. He used to visit Michael 
sometimes of an evening when there was nobody else 
about; slip in quietly out of the snow and sit before the 
stove, warming his tattooed hands and yarning of roast 
pig feasts in Tofua, climbing for coker-nuts, fish-spear- 
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ing by torchlight, moonlight swims in warm, phosphor- 
escent lagoons and great drinking bouts on Thursday 
Island among the pearlers. Then he would button up 
his coat collar and cursing the Northwest as a no-man's 
land of everlasting misery vanish as softly as he had 
come. Michael wondered what sinister watch he was 
keeping. 

Addison and his musical employer, Mr. S. J. " Sour- 
dough " Simpson, Michael saw frequently. It was their 
custom to drive into Fife every Saturday afternoon to 
buy stores for the ensuing week, and while thus engaged 
they stabled the two sleek mares with Sutcliffe. They 
would drive up at full speed, whooping loudly, and gen- 
erally end by upsetting the sleigh over a dung heap at 
the bam entrance. Whereon " Sourdough," half-buried 
in dung, his coon-skin cap crushed completely over his 
face, would damn Addison, his ancestors and possible 
progeny for ten minutes on end, and Addison, taking not 
the slightest notice would unhitch the sophisticated mares 
and hand them over to Michael. 

" It's good for him," he would explain, " shakes his 
liver up, keeps him from growing old. A little excite- 
ment now and then rejuvenates the system. An aunt of 
mine used to coast down the Hog's Back in a bathchair 
once a week on the same principle. She died at the age 
of a hundred and two, with her boots on, singing ' Rule 
Britannia.' Stop howling * Sourdough,' and come out of 
that and dust yourself. We're going uptown to see the 
pretty ladies." 

Apart from Addison, "Sourdough" and Towns, 
Michael was making other friends. 

Sutcliffe, though he said nothing, Michael felt both 
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liked and trusted him, while two of the younger Miss 
SutcHff^s, Minnie and Claribel (aged seven and six, re- 
spectively) looked on him as the fount of wisdom and 
the source of consolation. They were constantly wan- 
dering into the barn — two pinafored mites shrinking 
hand in hand down the long aisle of stamping horns — 
with scratches to be doctored, broken dolls to mend or 
stories of the infamous conduct of schoolmates to relate. 

He had also a friend in the Greek restaurant he fre- 
quented, one of the two waitresses. A slender Eastern 
Canadian woman with a mass of dark brown hair and 
big, sad eyes, pretty in her way. The interest they had 
in common was Macgillveray. ^ 

They discovered this one night when Michael coming 
late into the empty eating-house had found her so tired 
she could hardly move, had forced her to sit down op- 
posite him and fetched both of their suppers from the 
kitchen himself. She had murmured some apologies and 
he had laughingly assured her he was quite accustomed 
to waiting on himself in Western caravansaries, citing 
Mrs. Spriggs' ' Elite Resterong ' as an example. 

At the mention of Mrs. Spriggs she started. He knew 
Macgillveray? He did, and she? Yes, she knew it well, 
she had worked there for two years at Mrs. Winterberg's 
on Main Street, dressmaking. A nice little town for the 
prairies, she had been very happy there. So he knew 
Mrs. Spriggs, dear, dear ! Michael assured her he knew 
Mrs. Spriggs well, if not by sight, anyway vocally. He 
gave a list of acquaintances that might be mutual. Lut- 
yens? Yes, she knew Mr. Lutyens — a quiet, gentlemanly 
man. Pa and Ma Whittenhall ? Yes, knew them well, 
kind homely folk. Lubech of the grain elevator; Dubois 
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and Harrigan the storekeeper; old MacgiUveray himself; 
Obed; Steve Whitty? 

Steve Whitty, oh, yes, she knew him, a red-headed 
man, made you laugh with his talk. She had danced with 
him at " socials " now and again. How was Steve mak- 
ing out? Michael thought he detected a note of anxiety 
in her voice. He told her all about Steve, told her he 
understood he was in good health, had harvested a 
bumper crop and so on. He had to hasten back to 
relieve Sutcliffe, then, but she waited for him most nights 
after that, saved up small delicacies from the day's bill- 
of-fare, looked after him in a hundred little ways, would 
sit opposite him at night, her pale face propped in her 
hands, talking to him wistfully of MacgiUveray while he 
ate. That bleak, weather-boarded prairie hamlet seemed 
to have been glorified in her memory into some golden 
city of the clouds, peopled by benevolent angels, basking 
in perpetual sunshine. 

Yet another friend did Michael make, P. Ferber West- 
ridge who managed the local branch of the great Beaver 
Banking Corporation and kept a paternal eye on the 
numerous subsidiary offshoots that were scattered among 
the mountain villages. When he went visiting these off- 
shoots he hired one of Sutcliffe's rigs and being no hand 
with horses took Michael with him to drive. On these 
long excursions, often lasting two days, Michael got to 
know the bank manager well and like him thoroughly. 
He combined precision with vision. He was a money- 
machine with a full consciousness of his responsibilities 
not only to his employers but to the country. He knew 
the power of money and gloried in it — ^as long as it drove 
Jthe wheels of progress. Idle money he despised as bit- 
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terly as he despised idlers. Canada, generously and 
wisely financed, he maintained, would blossom into an 
Empire secqnd to none. 

" Why look at the territory weVe got," he exclaimed 
one day when Michael was steering the sleigh along the 
snowy ruts of a mountain road, " from the Atlantic to 
the Pacific, from the forty-ninth parallel to the Pole. 
Timber, minerals, arable lands, water power unlimited 
and hardly touched as yet. And look at our population. 
Small, if you like, at the present, but sound, mighty 
sound. No * color,' Chinese or Mediterranean offscour- 
ings to speak of, but big-boned, buUocky, Northern 
peoples, that can stand work and weather. Back 'em and 
they'll roll the frontier up, aye into the Arctic circle. 
Look what they've done already, in my lifetime. Mar- 
vellous! And, by heck! don't they deserve backing! " 

He pointed a mitted hand to a tiny log-cabin high up 
on a mountain " bench," the snow banked up to its win- 
dows, crusting its roof a foot thick, its crooked stove-pipe 
smoking bravely. 

'' Look at that chap up there, biting his bit out of the 
wilds — ^probably single-handed. Slashing down scrub, 
blasting out stumps and rocks, tapping a glacier stream a 
mile away with a flume of rough-split cedar. And he's 
only one of a million. They're eating into the wilderness 
ever)rwhere up towards the Hamilton, East Main and 
Churchhill rivers. Lake Athabasco and the Great Slave. 
Trappers, prospectors, traders, settlers, as laborious and 
indomitable as coral bugs. Lord ! I love 'em ! " 

Westridge had a neat, pleasant bungalow and a neat, 
pleasant wife on the outskirts of Fife and Michael get- 
ting the complacent Sutcliffe to relieve him went out to 
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supper there once or twice. It was an agreeable change 
from the Greek eating-house. Westridge was very anx- 
ious for him to throw up his 'ostlering and enter the 
bank, but Michael would not do so. He had recovered 
his pluck and intended making a bid for fortune in the 
spring. He had no idea, as yet, in what direction he 
would strike but felt sure something would turn up. 
The prevailing optimism of the country was most con- 
tagious. Men were constantly being pointed out to him 
who had been " only common ordinary stiffs ten years 
ago," and now were rated at five hundred thousand, a 
million, two millions. Michael saw nothing remarkable 
in these plutocrats. 

Surely, he argued, if these very average intellects 
could amass fortunes so also could he — ^given half a 
chance. Therefore he declined Westridge's offer. The 
bank offered a steady livelihood but no more and he was 
not out after that. He wanted to make money quickly 
and go home to England and hunt and dance and yacht 
and move again in his own familiar world. 

One night towards the end of January Westridge and 
he got in late from one of their excursions. There had 
been a heavy fall of snow which had made the roads 
almost impassable and worn the horses out to their last 
ounce of strength. Sutcliffe took the fagged animals 
over and told Michael to go and get supper. He had 
not expected them home that night, he said, seeing the 
state of the trails. Even the lumberjacks had been 
snowed out, the town was full of them. 

Seeing that the Greek chop-house was closed for the 
night Westridge invited Michael to go home with him. 
His wife was sure to have a bit of aomething hot 
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Michael gladly accepted. They stepped out of the bafn 
into the snow again, bent double against the whirling 
drift of it; and were creeping along under shelter of the 
sawmills, when Michael heard a man's startled voice ring 
out down a little alley round the corner, a startled cry 
for help that fused into a groan, a thud against the 
wooden fence — ^then silence. 

He dashed round the comer just in time to see a dark 
figure hoist itself over the fence and disappear among 
the timber stacks of the lumber yard and bending down 
pulled out his electric torch and examined the man who 
was lying at his feet. The light flashed full on the sharp- 
nosed, thin-lipped face of Chris, the Yellowhead foreman. 
Chris quite dead, his skull split. Michael's toe struck 
against something hard lying in the snow, he kicked 
it under the body as Westridge came round the 
comer. 

" What is it? What's the matter? " the bank manager 
gasped. 

" Man badly hurt," said Michael. " I'll stay with him 
if you fetch the police — ^and a stretcher." 

" Any trace of the assailant? " 

"No," said Michael. "Well, yes, I believe he went 
straight up the passage into Chinatown. I'm pretty sure 
he did, in fact Hurry after the police, will you? " 

Westridge out of the way, he felt under the body and 
brought out the hard object. 

" Hm, I thought so," he muttered. 

It was George Towns' universal tool, a smear of blood 
and fair hair still sticking to the chisel end. Michael 
shuddered, then hiding the weapon under the fold of his 
coat walked down to the end of the passage which gave 
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on the river. Ice cutting operations had been going on 
there a few days previously, the hole had not yet frozen 
over again. 

Michael slung the bloody file far out and heard the 
waters splash as they received it. He returned to the 
body. The tumbling snow had already obliterated all 
tracks. There was not a trace of evidence left as far 
as he could see. 

Away on the far side of the lumberyard he heard a 
freight train whistle and clank out over the switches, 
westward bound. He knew that on the rods under one 
of its trucks George Towns lay crouched, going down to 
the coast. 

" God help me, old man, but I wish you luck," Michael 
breathed. 

The police, spurred on by the Yellowhead Company, 
displayed great activity, arresting scores of suspects, but 
many unsavory details of Chris' way of life had come to 
light at the inquest and there was scant public sympathy 
for him. In a month the last innocent had been released 
and the matter dropped. Michael was unspeakably re- 
lieved. He had vast faith in Towns' powers of evasion, 
but nevertheless he had been terribly anxious at first. 
After a week or so the strain relaxed. The sailor, he 
felt, was well out of the country and harm's way in some 
sail-crowded hooker booming west by south towards 
his coral seas and enchanted islands. 

January finished, February wore on and then one even- 
ing Steve Whitty walked into the barn. He returned 
Michael's astonished greetings warmly, evidently well 
pleased to meet his ex-employee again, but Michael felt 
somehow that the sap was out of him; he was nnt so 
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noisy/ so ready-tongued as of yore. Michael took him 
out of the gloom of the stables into the little ofBce. Steve 
sank immediately into the one chair. He looked pale, 
his eyes were distressed, a freshly healed cut flared 
angrily above one of them. All was not well with 
Steve. 

"How's the farm getting on?'' Michael asked. 

" Well enough. Left one of the Whittenhall boys in 
charge. There ain't nothing doing of course — except to 
buck firewood and pitch a load of hay now and again. 
Not that I know much about it; I've been traveling this 
long whiles past. Got your letter and address in 
Gleichen." 

"Taking a holiday— eh?" 

" No." Steve passed a hand wearily over his fore- 
head, then drew deep breath and looked Michael in the 
eyes. 

" Mike, boy. I'm searching for my wife." 

Michael's surprise mastered him. " Good Lord, after 
all you " 

Steve nodded. " Yep, after all the hot air I let off 
about her. Think I'm a dog-gone fool don't you? Well, 
p'raps I am, but fool or not, I wanter sleep sound again. 
I tell you son, sitting there before the stove on the farm 
alone night after night with nothing stirring but the wind 
and the clock a feller does some long thinking, long think- 
ing, son. And when he gets thinking he gets doubting — 
'tis only them that never gives a moment's thought 
to anything can be cocksure about it. Well, I got doubt- 
ing had I acted right. By'm by ^'m darn sure I hadn't. 
A feller that's contracted to do a job oughter stay by it; 
not take the first opportunity to shotilder it off on an- 
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other. Jane Em'Iy had done flown of her own sweet will 
with a feller that she liked better'n me. Good enough. 
But what about Jane Em'ly now ? That's what troubled 
me on them blizzardy nights. How was Jane Em'ly 
weathering it? I tried to bluff myself that the other 
feller was looking after her, but it wouldn't carry, Mike. 
I'm a jim-dandy general bluffer, but I can't bluff myself. 
If he'd writ me about getting Jane Em'ly a divorce I 
wouldn't of worried 'cos I'd of known he was aiming to 
do the straight thing by her. But I got no word of it. 
The chap was a born fascinator, I knew. It was an art 
and a disease with him. That sort don't stop at one con- 
quest, they everlastingly itch after more. As soon as he's 
had all he wanted of Jane Em'ly he'd go hunting again 
— and what about Jane Em'ly then? Her pride wouldn't 
let her come back to me. She couldn't go East to her 
Ma, she'd get the door slammed on her — Ma is a very 
religious woman and hard as ironstone. I'd go to bed 
and in the middle of the night a smother of snow and 
wind would hit the house and I'd wake up and say, * My 
Gqd, Jane Em'ly is out in that and I put her out ! ' and 
I wouldn't get no more sleep, Mike, boy. You can't run 
double harness with a person for years without hav- 
ing feelings for her one way or other. You either 
hate her or love her. I thought I hated Jane Em'ly, 
but now — ^now — why I guess it was the other 
thing." 

He paused and felt his bruised forehead again. 

" And so you came along? " said Michael gently. 

" Yep, in the end I came along, searching the C.P.R. 
like a smell-dawg after prairie chicken. I got on their 
trail at Runmore — ^he'd been harvesting there — and again 
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at Southesk where he'd worked on the line. Missed it 
for a bit but picked up again at Lethbridge. She'd been 
working there dressmaking, like she was when I married 
her, he was living on what she made of course. After 
that she did all the working. Then I ran clean off the 
trail altogether. Followed the line down over the border 
into Idaho. No good. I backed up to Calgary and 
worked up this way on no scent at all. Then, just when 
I was reckoning it was hopeless I done butted full into 
him — ^him all alone." 

The old gay light flashed in Steve's eyes again, he 
rubbed the battered knuckles of his right hand in the 
palm of his left and chuckled. 

" Wow ! Some bright rally it was, believe me ! Like 
a Fourth o' July, all smoke and shooting stars. Met him 
in a boozer quite accidental, got him outside and beat 
him up. He was twice my weight and 'strong enough 
but no heart, no heart — that sort never has. He fought 
for a bit, but if he had been Jim Corbett, Bob Fitz- 
Simmons, John L. Sullivan and Napoleon H. Bonaparte 
all rolled into one he couldn't of whipped me that even- 
ing. No, sir! He marked me once, here." Steve 
touched the scar on his brow, " but I ducked under his 
guard and stove one of his slats in and after that his 
pluck leaked out and I done handled him how I liked. He 
went down on his knees in the snow in the end and I 
took him by the throat and choked him till his tongue 
hung out. ' Now,' says I to him, * tell me where's my 
wife.' He told me all he knew, but he'd left her in Cal- 
gary six weeks before and couldn't say much after that 
When I'd got all I could out of him I gave him a dozen 
more with my boot and left him. I guess he won't do no 

Digitized by L3OOQ IC 



THE BLACK KNIGHT 173 

more fascinating this side of next Christmas — not with 
his face, anyhow.'' Steve chafed his knuckles again and 
laughed grimly. 

" So you're going to take her back? " said Michael. 

" By the first train — when I find her and if she'll come. 
She can do as she likes about it. There ain't going to be 
no roaring, outraged husband about me. I guess she's 
got as much to forgive as I have. And maybe, now that 
she's rubbed along the rough edge of the world a bit, 
maybe she'll go a trifle easier with a man — don't you 
think?" 

" I think it more than probable," said Michael un- 
hooking his mackinaw coat from a nail and putting it on. 
" Come out and have some supper." 

"Had it." 

" Come and watch me eat, then. I want to hear all 
about the Whizzers and Sneezer and Obed and that crazy 
sorrel that used to wipe the floor with me three times a 
day. Come on." 

He locked the stable door behind him, and taking Steve 
by the arm led him round to the Greek eating-house. 
The room was empty when they entered, except for Lily 
the second waitress, a bovine young woman addicted to 
pearl powder and gum-chewing. She was lounging 
against a partition, flipping crumbs with a soiled napkin, 
her jaws moving ruminatively. 

Michael pushed Steve into one of the loose boxes that 
lined the walls and approached Lily. 

" Where's Miss Bryant? " he asked. 

Lily indicated the inner room with a jerk of her head, 
side-tracked the chewing-gum in her left cheek and 
mumbled, " In there puttin' her hat on. She's fired. 

Digitized by L3OOQ IC 



174 THE BLACK KNIGHT 

Demetrius fired her's afternoon." LMy sniggered and 
resumed her rumination. 

Michael opened the door of the inner room and went 
in. It was a sort of pantry place, stacked with coarse 
china and littered with electro-plated cutlery, smelly with 
grease and stale food. 

The other waitress was standing under the single elec- 
tric light bulb trying to put her hat on straight at a 
cracked mirror nailed to the wall. Michael could see her 
hands trembling. She turned a pair of frightened des- 
perate eyes on him as he entered. She was on the brink 
of collapse. 

" Oh, is that you, Mike? I can't 'tend to you to-night 
— Fm — I've — Demetrius has canned me — says I ain't 
strong enough — I've gotter go — but, oh, my goodness, 
I don't know where to go to." She ended in a sob that 
went to his heart. He caught her by the arm. 

" Steady, steady, it's alright, quite alright. I'll tell 
you where to go to, go to the third loose-box on the right. 
There's somebody there who will give you a splendid 
engagement and no questions asked. Go along now, at 
once — ^third box on the right." He pushed her gently 
through the door into the restaurant. 

When he entered himself, five minutes later, Lily was 
still lounging where he had left her, but she was staring 
into the third loose-box on the right, her eyes and mouth 
round with amazement, indeed so amazed was she that 
she had even forgotten to chew. 

Michael glanced into the third loose-box as he Strode 
past. The friendly waitress was half -buried in Steve's 
great wombat coat, brown head pressed against red head. 
All was well with the world. 
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Michael paused to inflict a malicious wink on Lily, and 
then shut the door behind him softly. 

He got no supper that night and when he returned to 
the livery stable Sutcliflfe reproved him mildly for hav- 
ing deserted it. He seemed surprised when Michael 
laughed in his face. 
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CHAPTER XV 

^ — I didn't do any development work for a month to 
conceal the fact that she was pinching out, but it was no 
use. The Anglo-Belgian experts were round here a 
week back and they saw what was happening all right. 
Anyhow, they wouldn't look at our figure or make me 
an offer" of any sort. I tried to get the Hergesheimer 
fellow out to look at her but he wouldn't come, neither 
would the consolidated's expert. I guess the A-B people 
had been talking. I've done my damnedest but it's useless. 
The game's up, old man. ' The Silverado's ' dead; only 
thing to do now is to forget her and try again. I'm 
devilish sorry because I really thought we had struck 
it this time — but that's mining all over, the most cursed 
gamble on earth ^" 

Michael crushed Scarlett's letter into a ball and hurled 
it under the radiator. So that was the end of that dream. 
Fortune lay as far off as ever. For nearly a year now he 
had toiled early and late in a bank denying himself all 
but the necessaries of life in order to " grub stake " Scar- 
lett while he developed their joint prospect " The Sil- 
verado." And now the mine had proved but a pocket 
with a hole in it at that. 

There could be no question that it was a failure. 
Scarlett had warned Michael some time previously and 
if there was one thing on earth he was sure of it was of 
Scarlett's honesty. Their only hope lay in selling out to 
the big syndicates that were absorbing all the promising 
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prospects in the district. The letter he had just tossed 
away dissolved that last hope. The big syndicates 
weren't biting. That was the end of that. What now? 
Michael did not know, hadn't the courage to think — ^as 
yet. He walked to the window of his bed-sitting-room 
and stared moodily out over the leaden waters of Lake 
Erie. 

A yellow sunset stained the west, blurred at its edges 
like a w^t water-color. A spur of black rocks, plumed 
with funereal pines jutted out to the east forming the 
bay after which the place was named. A timber steamer- 
jetty protruded from the inner flank of this and here and 
there among the trees showed summer bungalows, now 
shuttered and deserted. Some miles out a squat tug 
churned slowly eastwards for Buffalo, trailing a string 
of whale-backed barges in her wash. As Michael 
watched a snow-flurry whisked across the waters and hid 
her. 

He shivered. Snow again ! Always snow and desola- 
tion and, now that the " Silverado " had pinched out, no 
light ahead. He had come to Canada in the summer 
of 1908. It was now the autumn of 19 10 and he had 
— he turned the contents of his pockets out on the bed 
coverlet — exactly forty-seven dollars and fifty-five 
cents. 

He left the money lying where it was, sank down in 
a chair and stared out into the mournful dusk. What 
could he have done that he had not done ? He had tried 
everything that offered, tried hard. He had stooked and 
pitched twelve, fourteen hours a day on the wheat farms ; 
groomed, fed and driven in a livery barn ; tugged a chain 
and chopped bush on a surveyor's outfit ; shoveled dirt in 
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an Alaskan " drift " ; had worked like a pack mule, pack- 
ing stuff on his back to and fro over an almost impassable 
glacier at so much a pound; had gone prospecting with 
Scarlett and found the " Silverado." Since then he had 
been in a bank. They were at the end of their tether 
when they made the strike and if the mine was to be 
developed at all it was necessary for one of the partners 
to go to work to maintain the partner who remained on 
the property. Scarlett, being the more experienced of 
the two, stayed on the claim and Michael requiring a 
steady job that would pay him fair weather and foul 
bethought him of his friend Ferber Westridge and sought 
him, out. 

The bank-manager's outstanding talents had found 
recognition — and he was by that time in charge of the 
Beaver Corporation's interests at Winnipeg. He took 
him in immediately and Michael made good progress. 
He was naturally quick at figures and picked up the 
banking business hand over fist, not because he had any 
liking for it but because all his hopes were centered on 
the " Silverado " and he was determined it should not 
fail through lack of backing. Luck stood at his elbow. 
First a stampede — which began and ended with some 
grains of gold reported to have been discovered in a hen's 
crop and which caused half the junior clerks to ex- 
change pens for picks and dash to disillusion in the Duck 
Mountains. This gave Michael lightning promotion. 
Then, being the means of frustrating a very half-hearted 
bank-robbery — which deed however lost nothing in the 
columns of a press temporarily barren of news — he got a 
good mark in the directors' books and was once more 
elevated, this time to cashier of the Fidele Bay branch. 

Digitized by L3OOQ IC 



THE BLACK KNIGHT 179 

Until five months previous the village of Fidele Bay had 
existed only as a week-end resort for the richer Buf- 
faloans. Their sumptuous bungalows— or '* camps " as 
it pleased the owners to call them — fringed the lake shore 
east and west; a palatial country club stood back in the 
woods; in summer their powercraft ripped the blue bay 
into ribbons of foam. Previous to that summer a single 
clerk in a single room could have transacted the financial 
affairs of the place in his spare time. But with the spring 
came the railway linking up the coastwise villages and the 
^ Beaver Corporation was backing the contractors, with 
Fidele Bay as a paying-off center. The work was being 
raced and therefore an enormous number of laborers 
were employed, the majority at high wages. As there 
was, naturally, a rough element among them the men, 
for their own protection, were never paid off in the con- 
struction camps but when leaving or discharged were 
given a check on Fidele Bay bank for the amount due to 
them. This meant a heavy cash business and a com- 
petent manager. Michael and a couple of clerks were 
sent down to carry it through. Carry it through they had 
— or very nearly. The railway was completed and joined 
up at either end. In a week's time at the most the camps 
would begin breaking up and the final paying-off take 
place. It would be a heavy undertaking for most of the 
men would draw the accumulations of the whole sum- 
mer. The bank staff would have three days* rest, owing 
to the Canadian national holiday, and then for the rush. 
A special messenger had brought in two hundred thou- 
sand dollars that day to meet it. Three days' holiday 
first, however. Michael grunted. A glorious holiday he 
could have on forty-seven dollars and fifty-fiye cents! 
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Staleybrace, the manager, was off home to Hamilton, 
Pask, a clerk, to Toronto on the spree. All he, Michael, 
could manage by way of a change from Fidele Bay was 
to run down to Niagara and visit a stolid French family 
he had known in Winnipeg. Niagara and back on the 
cheap, bored all the way! The bottom of his world had 
fallen out with the collapse of the " Silverado." What 
should he do now? Stay on with the bank? He was 
earning a comfortable salary. He might collect a com- 
petence to retire on in time — ^when he was an old man. 
He did not want a competence however. He wanted a 
fortune, a fortune that would take him home to Eng- 
land, to Leicestershire in the hunting season and find 
him in good horseflesh; that would take him to Cowes 
and the moors again, to Paris and Vienna. God! he 
was sick of this life of continual anxiety, of scrimping 
and saving, of ready-made clothes and boarding-houses 
that stunk of boiled cabbage and fly-blown vinegar, sick 
to death of it. He jumped up, snapped on the electric 
light and striding across to the dressing-table picked up 
an old copy of the London " Tatler *' he had found on 
a shore-side bench a month previously. He dropped 
down in the chair again and thumbed the paper's pages 
over. " House Parties for Ascot," here we are. " Read- 
ing from left to right — General Thingagumy, the Baron- 
ess So-and-So, Lord Etcetera, the Hon. Walter What's- 
name — ^gosh, don't they look pleased with themselves! 
and so they oughter, so would L" He skimmed along 
the ranks of faces till he came to one, a woman's 
" Mary Anderlys', egad ! " he breathed, " now Lady de 
k Court — Lady de la Court — Mary, old love, how arc 
you? Don't recognize me, eh? No, I guess you 
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wouldn't? Not one little smile even? No— well, never 
mind. And where's his Lordship? Oh, voila! squatting 
next to the hostess. Good evenin', me lud — ^Tony Far- 
jeon as was. Not a nod from you either? Forgotten all 
those scrapes I pulled you out of in the days of your 
youth? Right-o! Rest in peace. And now for old 
Monty Sachevrell in the back row among the plain 
misters. Monty, you wicked fat old man, I believe, I 
believe you're twinkling. Cheeroh, Monty ! " 

He let the paper slip through his fingers to the floor 
and dropped his face into his hands. 

" It wasn't fair," he groaned, " wasn't fair to give me 
everything and then snatch the lot away, wasn't a fair 
show, Dad, you devil ! " He jumped up, both arms out- 
stretched. " Do you hear me, Dad — wherever you are, 
in heaven or hell — it wasn't a square deal. But you've 
got to make up for it, blast you ! Give me a lead, tip me 
a winning gamble, old Prince of Gamblers, and I'll go 
the limit, anyhow, anywhere, all out — I'm your son and 
I'm not scared." He posed rigid, expectant, as though 
awaiting some spiritual sign. In the next room a kitten 
mewed. 

Michael relaxed, breathing heavily. He was being 
absurd, ridiculous. His sense of humor gained the upper 
hand and he grinned wryly. " Well answered, by Jove ! 
— ' Me-ow ! ' — suits the case exactly. I must be going 
mad, I think. Fresh air and a walk is what I need." He 
took his cap and overcoat off the door-peg, hustled into 
them, ran down the clattering wooden stair and out into 
the dusk. 

The village drunkard slouched past him bound for the 
hotel bar and a smart pair of roan hackneys belonging 
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to Pender Klarg, a Buffalo magnate, stamped along the 
river front, the yellow spokes twirling so that, in the light 
of the street lamps, the wheels seemed solid disks. The 
drunkard pushed through the saloon door; the roans 
flashed round the corner and up to the post-office and 
Michael had the lake front to himself. He strode east- 
ward taking the fine snowdrift gratefully on his hot 
face. The " Silverado " was dead. What should he do 
now ? " Try again," go prospecting once more with 
Scarlett — to discover another heart-breaker, another 
" Silverado." Scarlett had been trying again and again 
for fourteen years all up and down the world with no 
success. " Sourdough " Simpson had been successful, 
but only when he was too old to enjoy it properly. 
" Sourdough " had been forty years in the wilderness be- 
fore luck came to him. Fourteen years — forty — a life- 
time, perhaps — not for him. But what should he do? 
Oh, for a sign ! He was young, strong, willing, intelli- 
gent, he could master life somehow if he but knew how 
to set about it. Some words of Lutyens' about having 
once picked a line of country, success was only a matter 
of sitting tight and rubbing the whalebone in, came back 
to him. True, true — but the line of country was devilish 
difficult to pick. Michael reached the end of the road 
where the life-saving apparatus was kept and then turned 
back again, still absorbed in his problem. Being next 
to penniless he must stick to the bank for a while, through 
the winter anyhow — ^perhaps for a year or two. If he 
saved relentlessly for two years with- all his savings on 
deposit he should be able to put up a small capital. With 
that he would go back to the West and buy some timber 
Options. His surveying trip had shown him the where- 
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abouts of some good logging limits. He must turn the 
knowledge into money. Still even that would take two 
years, three perhaps and in the interval the limits would 
probably be snapped up— there had been other sharp eyes 
with that survey besides his own. Damn it all, what 
could a fellow do? He passed his boarding-house and 
went on towards the jetty, his head sunk into his collar, 
hands clenching and unclenching deep in his coat pockets, 
racking his brain desperately for a way out. Suddenly 
he, heard a series of wild shputs behind him, a child's 
scream and the furious beat of hoofs. He spun s^bout 
and saw two horses and a buggy with lamps lit coming 
straight for him. One glance told him it was a runaway. 
In three seconds they would be on him, in another ten 
they would be over the end of the jetty, they were head- 
ing straight for it. His first idea was to get out of the 
way and let them go, then he heard the child's scream 
again, knew she was in the buggy and instead of jump- 
ing aside jumped blindly for the horses' heads, gripping 
out left and right. It seemed to him that both hands 
missed their mark, a yoke-strap caught him full in the 
chest and he went over on his back between the feet of 
the horses and the flashing wheels. As the tail-board 
swept over him he felt something burn through his right 
palm like a white-hot wire. He held it, seized it with his 
left hand also and hung on. He had not missed alto- 
gether, somehow he had caught a trailing rein as he 
went under. He wrapped his right hand in it then his 
left, bumping along the road like an old shoe behind a 
bridal carriage. The team swung sideways. Michael 
heard their shoes clash as they struck the beach shingle 
on the side of the road. It must be the near rein he 
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had got, his dead weight on it was swinging th^m to. the 
left. He shut his teeth and eyes as he struck the shingle 
himself and went furrowing through it like a live plow- 
share. The back-kick of the horses sent the small stones 
showering about his head like a burst of shrapnel. The 
rein was cutting through his hands. He thought one 
collar bone was broken, but he hung on. He was knocked 
half-silly and in the whirl and pain of it all could think 
of nothing else to do but to hang on and hang on. He 
was rolled over on to his back, round on to a shoulder 
again then splash; and he was wallowing face down- 
wards in ice cold water and the team had stopped. He 
had swung them sideways over the shelving beach into 
the lake. He sat up, dug his heels into the bottom and 
still hung on, with eyes closed and teeth clenched, like a 
silly bulldog to the throat of a dead adversary. He heard 
voices ^bout him, then a hand patted him on the shoulder 
and a buggy lamp shone in his face. 

** Why, it's Mister Thorley from the bank — ^by gosh, 
you done champion, splendid ! " said a voice, " let go 
now, sir, it's all right, we've got 'em." 

" Yes, let 'em go," shouted another voice husky with 
feeling, " let the devils go and drown themselves. Who 
did you say it was ? Thorley, from the bank ? " 

A man helped Michael to his feet as the speaker came 
splashing towards him holding a little girl in his arms. 
Someone held one of the buggy lamps up— Michael saw 
it was Pender Klarg, hatless, soaked to the waist, one 
shoulder matted with slush. 

"By God, Thorley, I don't know how to begin to 
thank you! If anything had gone wrong with this kid 
of mine I — I — Oh, I guess I'd have just lain down and 
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died. There's only the two of us — ^now." He pressed 
his mouth feverishly against the baby's curls. 

" Happened all in a flash/' he went on. " I was stand- 
ing up, like a fool, to see the road better in the dark 
when the off-front wheel struck the end of that open 
drain in Maple Avenue and I was bumped clean over- 
board. Next thing I knew they were off like mad things 
— all right, baby-girl, you're safe now with Poppa, it's 
all right, honey, don't cry. Thorley, man, I'm just that 
grateful I can hardly speak — ^but say, are you hurt? Is 
there anything I can do for you ? " 

He caught Michael with his free arm and led him up 
the beach. 

"Are you hurt at all?" 

" No," said Michael. The cold water had brought him 
to his senses and now that he came to examine himself he 
found that, beyond a general bruising, there was no real 
damage done. " No, I don't think so, this thick fur coat 
and cap saved me. I'm all right." 

" Good," said Klarg, then turning shouted to the long- 
shoremen clustered about the horses. " Say, Blaine, you 
can bring those animals back when you like, I don't know 
if I ever want to see 'em again, for that matter. I'm 
going home on foot." 

He stopped under the glow of a road lamp and gripped 
Michael's arm again. 

" Look you, Thorley, I'm going to put this kid to bed 
right now — she's wet through and scared stiff — and to- 
morrow I'm going away on big business and shan't be 
back for months, but — ^but is there anything I can do for 
you first? — you know what I mean, just name your 
figure." 
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The same fatal instinct which had made Michael re- 
fuse Freddy Hume-Addison's offer of money and his 
first tip in the livery-barn prompted him again. 

" Nothing," he snapped and the second after could 
have torn his tongue out. 

Klarg nodded. " Guess I made a bad break there. I 
might have known you aren't that sort. I'm real sorry if 
I've offended you — still " 

He paused a moment as if considering. " Still I don't 
suppose you want to be a bank clerk all your life and a 
bunch of money would not come amiss— earned in a reg- 
ular way " 

Again he paused, chewing his under lip. 

"Look here," he said suddenly. "I'll show you a 
way, give you a tip and, mind, I rely on your honor not 
to split it with a soul. A few of us are going to make a 
small killing in Casa Grande Copper. Buy quick — to- 
morrow. They're at two-ten to-day, next week they'll 
be out of sight. Casa Grande Copper and get a hustle 
on — ^understand? It's a straight deal. And now good 
night, Thorley, and, by heck, I'm grateful to you! " He 
shook Michael's hand with great warmth, turned and 
strode up the street his child pressed close to his breast 

It was past midnight when Michael went to bed that 
night. In spite of his bruises and wet clothes he had 
been walking through the snowy woods for hours, his 
brain racing as never before. He had walked on to the 
next town, knocked up the telegraphist and induced him 
by a bribe of five dollars to send a night wire. It ran 
as follows — 

" S. T. Simpson. Lucky Strike Farm. Fife. British 
Columbia. Come at once to Hotel Waldorf Astoria, 
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New York City. In desperate trouble. F. Hume-Addi- 
son.'^ 

" Sourdough " would get it with his breakfast and 
come east immediately, he knew. 

That accomplished, Michael went home. There was 
nothing further to be done for the moment. His mind 
was made up, his every plan laid, his line of country 
plain before him. He reached his room, undressed and 
crawled stiffly between the sheets. Then just before he 
turned over to sleep he looked up wide-eyed into the 
darkness. " Dad, you old devil," he whispered, " I be- 
lieve you heard me that timel " 
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CHAPTER XVI 

Next day was Friday. Michael went early to the bank 
and fodnd Haskell, the clerk who was to remain on guard 
through the holidays, there before him, very glum at the 
prospect. He wanted to go to Toronto with his chum, 
Pask. He grumbled something about .a dance and a 
" peach of a girl " and kicked the waste-paper basket 
about. 

" You can go if you want to," said Michael. " Fll 
stop here and mind the shop. I was only going to run 
down and see some pretty dull friends in Niagara, 
anyhow. I can't afford a real good time just 
now." 

" Still feeding that old mine of yours?" Haskell in- 
quired. 

Michael nodded. 

'* Well I hope it'll turn out a winner for, 'pon my word, 
you deserve it," said Haskell. " Say, Thorley, you're a 
prince to let me go! Sure you don't mind? Well, by 
gosh, I'm terrible obliged. Do the same for you some 
day." 

He bounded off to tell Pask the good news, whistling 
jubilantly. 

Michael transferred a few things to the room next to 
the office where he was to sleep while the others were 
away and after lunch took over the whole business. The 
manager and the clerks were in a fever to be away and 
left at one o'clock by motor for the junction. There was 
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little doing that afternoon. Michael paid off some odd 
laborers that called in and closed the bank at three. 

He went to his boarding-house, changed into his best 
clothes and returned to the bank taking his suitcase with 
him. 

Then he went into the safe and packed the suitcase 
with money the special messenger had brought in the day 
before. As the men to be paid off were mainly from the 
American side the money (for their convenience) was 
practically in United States paper, hundred dollar bills 
for the most part tied up in even bundles. All these 
Michael took and with packages of smaller denomina- 
tions made up two hundred and ten thousand dollars. 
He concealed them roughly with some shirts and under- 
clothing, stuffed a few odd bills in his wallet for cur- 
rent expenses, and shut the safe. He then opened the 
manager's desk, took out two Beaver messenger passes 
and filled them in : one passing himself to New York on 
duty, and one for the return journey. His last act was 
to rumple the bed in the guard's room, put some dirty 
water in the basin and generally give the place an air of 
having been occupied. 

Then he left the bank by the rear door and hurried to 
the extemporized station by a back lane. 

He need not have hastened for he had half an hour to 
wait before the Camps supply train came through. It 
was thick dusk when the train arrived. He boarded it 
on the far side and rode down to the junction on a flat 
truck alone, sitting on his precious suitcase. 

There was no call for this secrecy. Everybody in 
Fidele Bay who knew him knew he was going away for 
the week-end — everybody with the exception of the bank 
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staff who were well clear by this time — still he thought it 
best to make himself as inconspicuous as possible. He 
caught the local tram at the junction and was over the 
border and in Buffalo by nine-thirty. The messenger 
pass proved unnecessary; the Customs people did not 
even question him but passed him and his suitcase 
through with a nod ; he was only one of a thousand 
Canadians dipping into the States for the holidays. 

He got himself something to eat and drink in the 
station, caught the southbound express from Toronto 
and was in New York early on Saturday morning. He 
drove straight to the " Splendide," in an atrocious West- 
em accent demanded the best suite in the place (register- 
ing as S. J. Simpson, of Fife, British Colimibia), break- 
fasted and placing his suitcase in a taxi drove to the 
Waldorf-Astoria. 

There he gave the name of F. Hume-Addison and 
asked if there was any mail for him. The clerk handed 
out a telegram. Michael ripped it open, his breast pound- 
ing with relief, *' Coming quick as I can " it ran. " Keep 
your heart up, * Sourdough.' " 

What luck ! What colossal luck ! — It was a hundred to 
one the old man was at home to get the wire. He seldom 
traveled further than Revelstoke, but then the one chance 
is always possible. Addison had gone home to England 
and his heritage six months previously Michael knew, 
but then he might have written to " Sourdough " lately 
from China — Australia — some place from which it would 
have been impossible for him to reach New York in the 
time and " Sourdough " would have been suspicious and 
stayed in Fife. As it was all had worked without a hitch. 
The luck was in at last, wonderfully, incredibly so ! He 
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boarded the cab again and drove on down to Wall Street, 
stopping only to buy himself a Stetson hat of approved 
Western pattern. He pulled up at Ackermann & Slade, 
a firm of brokers he had done business with once on be- 
half of Ferber Westridge and after ten minutes' wait was 
shown in to Slade. 

Michael opened fire immediately in the worst Western 
slang he could accomplish. 

He was a mining man and his name was S. J. Simpson, 
he said; his friends called him "Sourdough" — ^but no 
matter. He was from one wideawake little burg back 
in the mountains, Fife, British Columbia. Had Mr. 
Slade ever visited it? No ? Well some day he must and 
see what life was really like. He had come East to do a 
little business " in the street." He had a hunch that he 
could make a bunch of easy money and he was going to 
play that hunch. His good friend, P. Ferber Westridge, 
sometime manager of the Beaver Corporation's branch 
at Fife (Mr. Slade nodded) had recommended Acker- 
mann & Slade as a firm who would be willing to help 
him. Mr. Slade who made no inconsiderable portion of 
his income curing callow Westerners of their financial 
hunches, thawed somewhat and offered Michael a 
Corona. Michael set his teeth into the cigar, spat the 
end across the room, lit up and placed his crossed feet 
on Mr. Slade's table. He was playing the money-drunk 
young backwoodsman for all he was worth and from 
the smile of mixed amusement and contempt that twisted 
Slade's lips he was satisfied that his imitation was to the 
life. Slade nodded. " Of course, delighted — ^any friend 
of Mr. Westridge. And what is the nature of this hunch, 
Mr. Simpson ? What can we do for you ? " 
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" I want you to buy me two hundred and ten thousand 
dollars' worth of Casa Grande Copper right now, this 
moment." 

Slade's eyebrows rose. " That's a large order." 

"If it's too large for you I'll take it elsewhere," 
Michael offered. 

Slade hastened to reassure him. " Oh no, I guess we 
can manage it if anybody can. Your address, Mr. Simp- 
son?" 

"TheSplendide." 

" Your New York agents? — for reference, you under- 
stand." 

" Ain't got no Noo York agents," said Michael. " I 
bank with the Beaver Corporation, the Dominion Trust 
and the Farmers' Union, all in Fife. You can wire them 
if you want any reference — say * Sourdough ' Simpson is 
in Noo York and wants to buy a tin of pork and beans 
— is he good for it? I guess the answer you'll get from 
them'U quiet you alright, alright. But I don't see what 
you want reference for, 'cos I've got all the dough here. 
I don't know an)rthing 'bout banking, I don't savvy their 
language or their dealing; don't wanter. I'm a ready- 
money man I am, and here it is." He reached carelessly 
for his suitcase, unlocked it and started jerking bundles 
of notes on the table before the astonished Slade. 
" There it is," he drawled at length. " Two hundred and 
ten thousand dollars — count it." 

Slade counted and pronounced it to be all correct. 

" Well, just shove that in your safe and bet ahead," 
said Michael. "If this yer Casa Grande Copper booms 
like my hunch tells me it will. Til be quittin' Noo York 
Monday afternoon and I'll want to take that with me. 
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That*s my bettin' stake that is and Til want to take it 
somewhere else and do some more bettin' with it. It's 
plumb full o' luck that little roll o' dough, wins out every 
time. Fare thee well ! " He caught up his empty suit- 
case and slouched out of the office blowing clouds of 
smoke. Mr. Slade accompanied him to his cab, promis- 
ing to get immediately busy on his behalf. 

Michael taxied uptown again. All was working 
smoothly. Slade would certainly buy at once. If he 
wired to Fife for particulars, he would learn that " Sour- 
dough " had left for New York and that he was good for 
anything up to a million dollars, but he imagined Slade 
would not wire, the ready money in his safe was good 
enough for him. He had little compunction about fool- 
ing the old prospector. 

New York offered ampler opportunities for a spree 
than Revelstoke and the expense need not be considered. 
As for " Sourdough's " fears concerning Hume-Addison, 
Michael would set them at rest a§ soon as possible. 

Michael lunched well; went to a matinee; dined well; 
went to a musical comedy and supped at a roof-garden 
cabaret, filling the day and night feverishly to keep his 
mind off Casa Grande. In spite of these distractions — 
the first for over two and a half years — ^his mind was 
nearly unhinged with anxiety. Supposing ipender and 
Klarg had only been fooling him after all. He did not 
think that possible however, there was no object in it 
and the man was obviously most grateful. But suppos- 
ing the " killing " hung fire ? supposing his heavy " bill- 
ing " that morning had made Klarg and his friends think 
that the cat was out of the bag and hold their hands? 
What would happen to him then? to him so pitifully 
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' cramped for time? Why ruin, utter, everlasting ruin. 
The thought of it would come between him and the blaze 
of the footlights, the flicker of " many twinkling hose " 
and frighten him horribly. He wondered if his father 
had had many hours like this in the days when he too 
was taking chances. He thought of his father in his 
semi-clerical clothes and His black string tie, crackiiig 
clumsy jokes, rubbing his hands together, smiling, always 
smiling, while all the time, for years and years, he was 
enduring a strain vastly greater than that which was like 
to snap him, the son, in three days. He had pluck, his 
father, the pluck of the Devil. It must have been a lovely 
job, all by himself, enduring the strain alone ; he wished 
he had been more with his father in the old times. He 
tmderstood now what it meant. '^ Dad, old man, stand 
by me," he murmured to the waning lamps of Central 
Park. 

" If Klarg held his hand, if the Casa Grande did not 
boom. ..." The dread drummed at his brain till he 
fell asleep and troubled him in dreams as he slept. 

Next day, Sunday, he fled from New York, went up 
the Hudson in a steamer though the weather was miser- 
able, blowing half a gale and cold. On Monday morning 
the gale had increased, the wind came whooping down 
the concrete canyons of New York snow-laden and stag- 
gering. The trees in the Park in front of the hotel 
whipped to and fro like reeds in the blast. Michael 
stayed in his room all the morning, trying to read a 
magazine, too nervous to go out, too nervous even to 
inquire the movements of Casa Grande. He lunched 
in the hotel, went back to his room again afterwards and 
at two-thirty took down the telephone and composing his 
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voice, called up the bulletin clerk and asked for Casa 
Grande. 

In half a minute the answer came. He hung up slowly 
and then walking across the room fltmg himself face 
downwards on his bed, shaking through and through. 
Casa Grande was booming, the killing was in progress, 
he was saved. 

Not having dared to look at a paper he had not known 
what nearly every mining operator in Manhattan had 
known on the Saturday evening — and what Klarg and 
Co. had known for ten days but could keep back no 
longer — ^namely, that the Casa Grande miners after years 
of hand to mouth existence had struck the great main 
mother-lode and there was no limit to it now but the 
blue sky. 

For a full five minutes he lay across the bed, then he 
sprang up. Time for action again, thank God ! It was 
all plain sailing now, but he must not waste time. A 
quick pencil calculation showed him he had doubled his 
capital and made fifteen thousand dollars into the bar- 
gain. He caught up the telephone again and adopting his 
Western accent called for Slade. 

As Casa Grande was doing so nicely he was leaving 
New York, he told the broker ; he would be downtown in 
half an hour to pick up the stake. He had another 
" hunch " to be exploited in Detroit this time and wanted 
his lucky money to do it with. He then paid his bill at 
the hotel, jumped into a taxi and sped south. Slade, a 
new deference in his manner, gave him the two hundred 
and ten thousand dollars out of the safe and Michael 
packed it back in his old suitcase. He gave the broker 
instructions to take the original price of the shares out of 
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the two hundred and twenty-five owing to him, Michael, 
at that moment and commence selling out not later than 
the afternoon of the following Friday, making subse- 
quent delivery to his agent, M. D. I. Thorley of the 
Beaver Corporation Bank, Fidele Bay, Ontario, Canada. 
That done, he drove to the New York Central station and 
booked a seat in the express for Buffalo. He had ample 
time before the train left so went to the telegraph office 
and sent two wires, one to a garage in Buffalo ordering 
a touring car to meet him, and the second to " Sour- 
dough " Simpson at the Waldorf Astoria. 

" Sorry I had to fool you but I thought a change 
would do you good," the latter ran, "hope you'll like 
New York. Try Antoine's on Broadway for cocktails 
and don't worry about Freddy Addison, he's alright 
Yours sincerely, A. Wellwisher." 

The gale of the morning had strengthened rather than 
abated but the train, with the northeast wind buffeting its 
beam thundered on undeterred. 

They were well on time Michael noted as they roared 
forward towards the great lakes, well on time, he should 
manage it easily. The roads were not good out in no 
way impassable to an average car. Allowing an hour for 
mishaps, punctures, etc., the car should get into Fidele 
Bay before dawn. 

All he had to do then was to put the money back in 
the safe and get into bed. ^ 

The others could not possibly be in before nine o'clock, 

when the supply train came through. As long as he 

, was in five or ten minutes ahead of them his absence from 

duty would never be noticed. He had an ample margin 

of time, could almost do it in a horse vehicle. His ex- 
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pense amounted to just under three hundred dollars, with 
the exception of this deficiency the original two hundred 
and fifty thousand the bank messenger had brought 
would be intact It was improbable Staleybrace would 
count it until the end of the week, he trusted Michael im- 
plicitly in such matters, but for all that he thought he 
had best take no more chances but borrow three hundred 
at once and make it up. A shady lawyer in an adjacent 
town augmented his income by lending money. Michael 
was sure he would get three hundred from him on his 
note of hand — at forty per cent. Then in less than three 
weeks Ackermann & Slade would make delivery and — at 
the rate Casa Grande was soaring now — ^he would be a 
moderately rich man. A moderately rich man ! Able to 
retire, have done with all this damned drudgery, cheap 
lodgings and cheese-paring existence and go home — home 
and live ! 

He pictured himself landing at the Liverpool docks 
he had left so drearily nearly three years before, all his 
troubles ended, nothing but good days ahead. He saw 
himself, face pressed close to the carriage window, rac- 
ing Londonwards through the soft, green English mid- 
lands. London! The very sound of it thrilled him to 
the core as it thrills and will ever thrill many a poor 
younger son treading bitter roads to fortune in far coun- 
tries. 

Oh, to see spring again touching the trees in Rotten 
Row with young green flame and the sleek hacks canter- 
ing softly over the tan, with April sunshine on their 
coats ! Bond Street on a fine afternoon colorful as with 
a swarm of butterflies! The towers of Westminster 
looming up violet-gray into the rosy evening ! Night and 
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the theaters turning out — cabs purring, whistles blow- 
ing, laughter, fair women! 

Michael, tired but wideawake, his suitcase at his heels, 
went tearing northwest through the storm, his mind a 
kaleidoscope of such visions. 

The train ran into Buffalo to the minute. Michael 
found a big gray touring car outside the station waiting 
for him, the driver, a cheerful person of whom the only 
portion visible between his down drawn fur cap and his 
upturned fur collar was a red, cold-bitten nose, was 
walking round and round it stamping his feet. 

" Fidele Bay — sure, I know it well," said he, " drive 
there nearly every day in summer with visitors. 'Bout 
thirty-five miles, I guess. Have you there in an hour 
and a half at the most. There's plenty of bone in the 
roads with this frost and the wind's a holy fright. I've 
lowered the hood for fear she'd be blown over. You 
don't want it up, do you? There's no snow fallin' and 
she'll run better without it. Best jump up in front with 
me and keep your feet warm over the engine." 

He whipped off the bonnet rug, cranked the car and 
ran out over the long bridge into Canada. 

Michael had his second messenger pass ready in case 
the Customs stopped him and searched his suitcase, but 
again it was not needed, a shivering official passed them 
through with a wave of his hand. The road was empty 
and solid with hard frost. The driver opened the throttle 
and let the car out. They flashed through Fort Erie and 
Dunville, the wind screaming at their backs like some 
pursuing beast. 

" Guess, I'll get you home even quicker than I said," 
the driver howled in Michael's ear as they hummed 
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through Blaine and down the tree-bordered stretch be- 
yond it " This yer old breeze is kickin' her along like a 
ship before the wind — Oh, Gawd, look out ! duck ! " 

Michael felt the car shudder as the foot brake jammed 
on, saw the driver throw up his arm as if to ward off a 
blow — ^then his head seemed to burst open. 
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CHAPTER XVII 

The car bounded down Wall Street, the wind scream- 
ing at its back. Slade and " Sourdough " suddenly ap- 
peared before it waving their hats and shouting " Stop 
thief ! " His father drove straight over them. Michael 
glanced rotmd, the wind towered high over the back of 
the car in a solid black wall poised to overwhelm it. 
He shouted to his father for more speed but the old man 
only said, " She's kickin' along like a ship afire/' and 
taking his hands off the steering wheel rubbed them to- 
gether, smiling. Michael heard the foot-brake grate on 
and a wave of wind crashed downwards on his head. 

He moaned with the pain of it and woke up. He was 
lying in bed in a strange room. On the wall opposite 
him was a framed picture of the Sacred Heart of Jesus 
and a Dunville grocer's presentation calendar. An over- 
coat and a bloody Stetson hat hung on the door-peg. He 
recognized them as his own. By the cheap pine wash- 
stand stood his suitcase, locked as he left it in the back 
of the car. His head pained him considerably and put- 
ting his hand up to it found it was swaddled with cool 
wet bandages. He wondered what had happened. He 
remembered the car plunging down that long avenue o£ 
wind-tortured trees, the driver's shout of warning — and 
then no more. Where was he ? From the grocer's calen- 
dar somewhere near Dunville, probably in a farmhouse 
outside Blaine. He turned his head to look out of the 
window, but the bedroom was on the second story and all 
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he could see was the ridge of a bam roof and the frosty 
orange sunset beyond. Sunset! So he must have been 
lying there unconscious the whole day and the game was 
over. 

At nine or thereabouts Staleybrace would have en- 
tered the bank, discovered his absence, opened the safe, 
known the worst, and set the hunt afoot. He was 
"wanted." What should he do now? Run for it? 
Pick up that suitcase and turn hare for life, be chased 
from pillar to post, from one hiding-place to another till 
he dare not show his face in the open and shrank from 
his fellowmen? No, never. He had his father's example 
before him as to what " running for it " meant. He saw 
again the big stem cabin of the " Carmencita,'* the squat, 
prostrate figure on the carpet with the wreath of revolver 
smoke drifting above it; Tommy Todd gibbering in the 
comer — and he shuddered. 

Besides even did he propose to bolt he doubted if he 
could get very far, the toils were too tightly drawn. He 
remembered some words of Westridge's when during a 
conversation he had questioned the wisdom of letting 
poorly-paid employees handle large sums of money. 
" Any clerk can easily rob his bank,'* the manager had 
said, " but he'll find it next to impossible to get away 
with it." It was next to impossible, in any case, quite 
impossible now, sick and dizzy as he was with the hunt 
afoot a day before he had started. He must give him- 
self up, make full restitution and hope for clemency. 

He must get hold of that missing three hundred dollars 
somehow and then all would be retumed. Who could 
he borrow from? Who, out of all his friends, would 
stand by him at this hour? He ran a list of them through 
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his mind and decided on Steve. " You gotta home here 
with me, boy," the farmer had said to him when he went 
west from Macgillveray, " run right back here any time 
you wanter get in out of the wet" Steve would stand 
by him, good loyal old redhead ! 

The door opened softly and an apple-cheeked, elderly 
woman came in. 

" Oh, so you've come round at last " she exclaimed. 
"Well, how do you feel after your two-day trance? — 
all muzzy-like, I s'pose." 

" Two days ! " Michael stammered. " What do you 
mean ? What day is this ? " 

"Wednesday, o' course," said the woman, "you've 
been lying for dead ever since they carried you in here 
at dawn on Toosday. The doctor he seen you yesterday 
and 'smarnin' and he says you ain't nowise hurted, only 
stunned some and I don't wonder with that great 
branch." 

" What great branch? " Michael asked. " I don't re- 
member anything after the driver shouted *duck'! 
What happened ? '* 

" Why, a great branch blew oflF a tree and fell right 
across the car as you was passin'. My boy found the 
car nose down in the ditch, the two o' you crumpled up 
inside and the bough lyin' across you." 

" The two of us? Oh, yes, the driver — ^how is he? " 

"Busted up far worse'n you," said the woman, 
" they've took him to hospital." 

Michael dropped his head back on the pillows. The 
poor cheery driver badly damaged — was disaster to dog 
everything he touched ? 

" Fancy a sip of soup or anythin' ? " the woman in- 
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quired. "Do you hear what I say? Would you fancy 
a sip of nice hot soup? " 

Michael pulled himself together, it was no time to give 
way to weakness. He must salve what he could out of 
the wreck. 

He accepted the offer of the broth and asked for a 
pencil and paper. 

" I've got to send a wire at once," he explained, " it's 
most important." 

The woman brought him writing material and he made 
out a telegram to Steve, urgently asking the loan of three 
hundred dollars and giving Fidele Bank as his address. 
He told the woman where she would find money in his 
coat and she went away promising to send her boy to the 
post-office immediately. 

She was back again in five minutes. 

" Are you feeling good enough to see anybody? " she 
asked, *' 'cos the Blaine policeman is in the kitchen askin' 
to speak to you, but I told him that if " 

" Tell him to come up at once," said Michael, " and 
will you come back with him, please? " 

So it had come. He would not be able to give himself 
up after all, would not even have that point in his favor. 
He would have a try at it though, would try to get the 
words out before the constable could and then call the 
farm woman as witness. 

He reared himself up into a sitting position as he 
heard the couple clumping up the wooden stairs. The 
woman came in first, followed by the policeman, an over- 
grown, ungainly young man who seemed uncertain what 
to do with either his cap or his hands. He coughed 
nervously twice and opened his mouth to speak when 
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Michael forestalled him. "Half a minute, constable, 
before you say anything I wish to state that my name is 
Thorley and I give myself in your charge for taking two 
hundred and ten thousand, three hundred dollars from 
the safe of the Beaver Banking Corporation's branch in 
Fidele Bay on the evening of Friday last. All the money 
mentioned, or nearly all of it, is in that grip by the wash- 
stand so be careful of it." 

The policeman's spreading mouth opened wide tmtil 
it looked as though it would never close again, his knees 
weakened under him and he slumped down backwards on 
to the bedroom's one chair. 

" Geehoshaphat ! " he whistled, "so you're the guy 
they're after, an' they've gone chasin' down to Noo York 
while you've been here all the time! An' to think I 
only rambled up here to see could you give me any details 
of the car accident. Geehoshaphat ! " 

• •••••• 

The three friends who stood by Michael in his dark 
hour were Steve, "Sourdough" Simpson and Pender 
Klarg. 

Steve wired three hundred dollars by return and when 
he learnt the cause of the demand (which he speedily did 
through the papers) wrote about five letters a day breath- 
ing encouragement and hope. " Sourdough " Simpson 
came north in person, splendid in freshly bought New 
York attire and proposed buying off the prosecution and, 
if that failed, shooting them. He bore Michael no malice 
for the trick played on him, was, in fact, grateful for it. 
He had enjoyed Manhattan immensely, had experienced 
many novel sensations and met crowds of charming 
ladies, to several of whom he believed he was engaged. 
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As for his friendship with Michael, he boasted of it 
left and right, vastly proud to be in any way connected 
with so notorious a scoundrel. 

Pender Klarg arrived bringing a first-class lawyer 
with him. 

" I blame myself for this/' he said to Michael when 
he was let into the latter's cell. " I ought to have seen 
the temptation I was putting in your way — ^but I didn't 
I was all mussed up with the fright I'd had. Still I 
ought to have known, I shall never stop blaming myself. 
I've done all I can, I've been to the Beaver people and 
tried to get them to call it off since they've got their 
money back and there's no bones broken, but it's no use. 
They say they're bound to make an example to protect 
themselves and anyway it's gone past them now. But 
the money Ackermann & Slade will be delivering in a 
few days will be yours. All the lawyers I've consulted 
tell me there's no question about that. Nobody else has 
any claim to it, the Beaver folk admit they have none. 
The money's yours and it's considerable, close to five 
hundred thousand dollars — Casa Grande soared skyhigh 
after you left — ^you'll be a rich man whatever happens. 
Now I'll take delivery from Ackermann & Slade, if 
you'll empower me, and, should anything happen to you, 
I'll put it out to work at some safe three or four per 
cent while — well, while you're away. Does that go? 
Good. And look, is there anything else I can do for 
you?" 

" Yes," said Michael, " since I'm going to be wealthy 
in a few days will you please see that that poor devil 
of a driver is properly compensated ? " 

Klarg nodded. "That I will, but he's not half as 
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badly damaged as was first thought, as a matter of 
fact." He hesitated uncomfortably. " See here, Thor- 
ley, things may go alright. I'll fix it so that you get the 
best defense obtainable and there are certain extenuating 
circumstances and all that, still I think it only fair to 
warn you that " 

" I know," said Michael, " that I may get a pretty stiif 
dose of medicine— eh ? " 

Klarg looked away. 

The dose of medicine Michael got was two years' penal 
servitude. 
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CHAPTER I 

Some years ago the Admiralty decided that the cot- 
tages inhabited by coastguards at Nandarras Cove were 
not good enough for coastguards. New ones, larger 
and more convenient were built on the top of the cliff: 
and the deserted row was sold to a private owner. Most 
of them were let at once to fishermen for, though they 
had been condemned by the Admiralty, they were known 
by the people of Nandarras to be well built and dry. 
They certainly were inconvenient in some ways. The 
kitchen had no larder, the coal cellar opened into the 
sitting-room, water was not laid on, and you could only 
get out of the back bedroom by coming through the 
front one. But all the rooms were airy and were fitted 
up with fireplaces and good cupboards: and the two 
front windows were magic casements opening on the 
sea. Mrs. Villiers and her only child, Nancy, stood at 
the one on the upper floor when they decided to take 
the only cottage in the'Vow to let : and there is no doubt 
that their decision was largely affected by the view. 
They looked down on some old thatched cottages on a 
slightly lower level than the coastguard row, on tarred 
pilchard boats beached for the winter, on the curved quay 
standing out to sea, on the treeless hills and moors to 
northwards and on the uninhabited islets beyond the cape 
that was the northern horn of the bay. A fleet of little 
fishing boats was clustered about a mile from the shore 
and hardly stirred that day upon a windless ocean : while 
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on the horizon the smoke of steamers merged into the 
colorless sky. 

The mother and daughter had drifted here by chance 
in search of a roof to their heads that would not be too 
expensive for their pockets. When they found that the 
rent of the coastguard cottage was six pounds a year 
they were agreed that they had better take it if possible 
and when they had looked out of its windows they de- 
cided that to live there would be to live in Paradise. For 
ever since Captain Villiers' unexpected death two years 
ago they had made shift in cheap lodgings and they were 
both tired of the squalor and discomfort they had en- 
dured. They were mainly dependent on a joint pension 
of £130 a year and in lodgings it did not go far. Nancy's 
guardian, Mr. Grimstone, sent her a five pound note on 
her birthday when he remembered it and a wealthy life- 
long friend of Mrs. Villiers always sent her a check at 
Christmas. These doles afforded relief but not comfort 
or security. The mother and daughter had sometimes 
been in straits for money, they had often been pinched 
for food and they had been forced to do without all 
those amenities of life that a girl of Nancy's age prizes 
and ardently desires. She was seventeen when she first 
came to Nandarras and her education had been piece- 
meal and incomplete. While her father lived she had 
gone regularly to good day schools, but since he died 
there had been no money for school bills. Perhaps Mrs. 
Villiers did not manage her income cleverly. Loyal as 
Nancy was to her mother she soon began to suspect this : 
for she herself had a natural aptitude for the domestic 
arts : and when they set up house at Nandarras her chance 
came of practising them. 
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Mrs. Villiers was one of those amiable but incapable 
women who cling to the man they marry as the ivy clings 
to the oak. She had adored her husband and given him 
bad dinners. That a child of hers should be able to 
cook, clean, make clothes and manage money was a con- 
stant source of surprise to her. Luckily she had sense 
enough to give Nancy her head and the two ladies settled 
down at Nandarras to a life of activity for one and ease 
for the other that suited them both. Nancy did all the 
work of the cottage, but it did not take up half her time : 
while Mrs. Villiers found the days too short for her 
embroidery, her correspondence and her daily paper. 
They were both on the best of terms with their neigh- 
bors, although Mrs. Villiers sometimes found the clack 
of their voices trying, the wail of one fretful delicate 
baby, and the persistent cackle of a gramophone opposite 
their windows. But the baby grew older and less fret- 
ful, and the man who owned the gramophone went abroad 
and took it with him. Then comparative peace prevailed 
and Mrs. Villiers could doze over her embroidery for 
hours, undisturbed; while Nancy went for long, solitary 
walks on the cliffs in all weathers and came back with 
her eyes shining and her soul satisfied. Near the cot- 
tages, on her way out and on her way back she would 
meet some of her friends and linger a while for a gossip 
with them. There was the old duck woman bringing her 
birds water in a pail. She was so blind that she had to 
blink at you hard before she knew who you were, but 
when she knew you were Nancy she would smile and 
stand still to tell you how bad her rheumatism was and 
what she did for it. She must have been a pretty girl 
once upon a time, the old duck woman : and now she lived 
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by herself in that dark stuflFy little hovel beyond the 
coastguard row amidst a litter that never ceased to be a 
litter and yet kept her busy. Nancy thought she must 
be a hundred years old and yet she was out on the rocks, 
supporting herself on a stick and talking to her ducks as 
if they were her friends. Her neighbors carried water 
for her but she did all the rest of her day's work her- 
self and to judge by the smell proceeding from the hovel 
cooked herself savory messes at irregular hours. The 
other neighbors were mostly young married people with 
families and even Nancy who took the greatest interest 
in their affairs had not mastered the intricacies of their 
relationships. They had intermarried as exclusively as 
royal families and one husband and wife who came from 
the nearest church town to Nandarras still counted as 
foreigners amongst them. Of course Mrs. VilUers and 
Nancy were foreigners too, but everyone was kind and 
neighborly to them from the beginning. They liked " the 
ladies" as they called them and the ladies liked them. 
At least Nancy did. Most days she would find time to 
sit with old Mrs. Pengwynver for a bit because Mrs. 
Pengwynver was so crippled with rheumatism that she 
could not move and a visit from outside enlivened her. 
Not that she needed enlivening. Do not figure to your- 
self that Nancy went to see her in a Sunday school mood 
or with any idea of doing a good deed. Mrs. Pengywn- 
ver sat on the wide sill of a tiny window commanding 
a view of all that went on in her world. She sat in a 
spotlessly clean room and looked as neat as a row of 
pins herself, because she had three devoted daughters 
who waited on her. Her pasties and her buns, made by 
her daughters, were delicious. Her son-in-law and her 
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grandson kept her in fish. She had a twinkling eye and 
a sahed tongue, turned everything that happened to her 
into a story, especially if her favorite grandson, a fisher 
lad of seventeen, known in the family as " Susie's young- 
ster " came into it. 

" Aw, my dear," she said to Nancy one day, '* tell 'ee 
what happened to we this marning. Laughed, I did; 
laughed till the tears ran down my old face: and all 
along of Susie's youngster and this her new-fangled stove 
he fetched out o' Porthlew to me a week ago. * Save 
your coal, Gran,' he ses to me. * Save your muscles, you 
mean you rascal,' ses I, for he belongs to get me the 
little coal we wants for our slab down along the shore. 
He's gone coaling for me this afternoon, the toad, and 
it's hard work, I tell 'ee, my dear. Maybe you've watched 
'em coaling and know. Well, Susie, she was all for 
using this new stove seein' as her youngster had bought it 
and paid good money for it. A frightening affair I calls 
it, what with the roar it makes when it gets going and 
what with the sulks it shows when it isn't treated right. 
But it worked fine for a week and Susie put varnish all 
over the slab and said we wouldn't want it again till 
winter was on us and the oven, she said, would be a 
fine cool place for butter and milk and fish in the hot 
weather." 

" So it is," said Nancy. " Fm using nothing but a 
Primus myself just now." 

" Nasty, noisy things," proceeded Mrs. Pengwynver. 
** I don't want to use no bad language but they make me 
think of hell and the Evil One that walks by night. 
There was our Vilit this morning fair mazed over it 
tryin' to make it go and it wouldn't go. * Mother,' she 
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ses to me, ' Til have to wake Susie or light the slab/ 
' You won't wake Susie/ I ses. * The poor critter had 
neuralgy so as she couldn't see last night. But I do 
long for a cup o* tea.' She mutters somethin' about 
varnish and sticks and she drats the youngster and pres- 
ently I hears her scrabblin' about the slab and a blessed 
stink of wood smoke and paraffin as I hadn't smelt for 
a week comes up the stairs : so I knew the tea wouldn't 
be long. It wasn't long, either. Vilit brings it in two 
cups as she belongs to do every morning, with two pieces 
of cake to fortify our stummicks before she gets me up 
and dressed for the day. She sits on my bed while we 
eats and drinks in comfort and talks about that forthy 
maid o' Enoch Clodgy's and the hat she had the imper- 
ence to wear at Feast last week. When we'd finished 
Vilit takes the cups and runs downstairs to get me a 
drop of hot water and no sooner does she reach the 
kitchen than I hears a screetch that froze my marrer. 
The house is afire, I ses to myself, and I shall be burnt 
in my bed belike: and I screeches to Vilit to go fetch 
Tom Pengelly to carry me out of the burning house : and 
she screeches back to me (you never heard such a din 
as we made, my dear), 'Mother! Mother! The butter 
and the bacon and the milk are all pouring out of the 
oven like the sea and the little busser as contained the 
milk is cracked with the heat and my clean floor is a 
much o' grease . . . what'U I do?' 'Clean it up, of 
course^ you silly varmint,' I ses, for Vilit never was one 
to help herself out of a hole and such fulishness makes 
me wrathful whether it's man, woman or child. She'd 
left all the stuff in the oven you see and lighted a roaring 
fire. So I tells the youngster when he comes 'ome to 
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take his stove and keep it. Tve used a slab with coal in 
It for seventy years and Fm too old to change my ways. 
I wunt do it." 

" Abel Johns has brought us a present of four mack- 
erel," said Mrs. Villiers when Nancy got home. " I 
tried to pay him. In fact I took out some money and 
put it in his wet fishy hand and had to wash my own 
afterwards. But he would not accept anything. He 
said you had taken care of the baby all day last week 
when his wife was washing and had the toothache. T 
said you had been pleased to do it and then I heard him 
at the back door chopping wood for you. I don't know 
how it is but we've lived here three years now and no 
crimes have been committed. I think we should have 
heard of them." 

"But why should there be any crimes?" asked 
Nancy, who was often puzzled by her mother's turn of 
thought. 

" I always understood that real rustics were criminals 
and drunkards and that the kindly simple ones were imag- 
inary," said Mrs. Villiers holding her embroidery a litUe 
way from her to judge of its effect. " It isn't so here, is 
it? These people speak rather oddly and have more 
china cats and dogs than we do and don't read as much, * 
but otherwise they are more or less like ourselves. I 
always enjoy talking to Ezra Prowse about the South 
African War. He was in so many places where your 
father fought and had similar experiences. On the 
whole, I'm glad we came here, although I sometimes 
think that perhaps I was wrong to consent to it." 

"Why?" 

"We are so happy and life is so easy and pleasant 
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and beautiful." Mrs. Villiers sighed and her lips 
trembled as a child's do when it is on the verge of 
tears. 

" I had a letter from Mr. Grimstone this morning/* 
she said and the tears that had welled into her eyes fell 
down her cheeks. 

" To Hades with Mr. Grimstone," said Nancy. " It's 
teatime and Mrs. Pengwynver has given me some of 
Vilit's scones. Til toast them while I tell you the story 
of the Primus, the Slab and the Busser." 

" It sounds like the Arabian Nights," said Mrs. Vil* 
liers. " But Mr. Grimstone is your guardian till you are 
of age, darling, and though he is disagreeable there is no 
doubt that he is right. He says we are living in a fool's 
paradise." 

" It is a paradise. I don't know about the fools." 

''And he insinuates that I am a wicked, selfish 
woman." 

" I'll write to him," cried Nancy fiercely, " I'll tell him 
to leave you alone." 

" It would do no good. He says that his conscience 
will not allow him to keep silence any longer." 

" I know those consciences. He looked as if he had 
one that day on the * Montcalm * when he dragged me 
away from my poor lonely man." 

Mrs. Villiers looked as if she did not know what 
Nancy was talking about. 

" Don't you remember my lonely man, dear . . . 
that I said good-by to and he was glad I did and Mr. 
Grimstone told you I was behaving in a forward way 
and you called me off just as the man and I were getting 
on with each other? I often wonder where he is and 
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what he is doing. I was in love with him. If he 
had asked me to Fd have hidden up and gone with 
him." 

" Mr. Grimstone says that when I die you'll have your 
living to earn and that you ought to be thinking about it. 
Of course he is right." 

" He is not : and I'm not going away." 

For a little while nothing more was said. Nancy but- 
tered the scones and set them by the little fire of drift- 
wood that she had lighted for her mother before she 
went out because, although it was summer, the day was 
damp and chilly. Then she brought in the tea-tray and 
made the tea. Everything in the cottage was dainty and 
shining. Against one wall there was a book case full of 
books ; the few pictures were old prints ; there was a plain 
oak table in the window for meals ; a smaller low one on 
which Nancy set the tea-tray, two easy chairs aqd three 
old elm kitchen chairs with carved bars across their 
backs. In a room twelve feet square this amotmt of 
furniture left space and air. The cottagers had three 
times as much in their rooms and felt sorry for the poor 
widder who had so few things. Nor did they admire 
the plain white walls and the vivid warm blue paint on 
the woodwork: and they wished Nancy could have a 
clean cheerful linoleum on the floor instead of the faded 
old Persian rug she shook out in front every day. 

" 'Twould hearten 'ee up, my dear," one said to her. 
" A bit o' old carpet gets so scrawley, I can't abide it. 
Tell 'ee what. If my Tom does as well by the pilchards 
as 'e did by the mullet I'll give 'ee a bit come Christmas. 
I saw one in Porthlew only last week that 'ud be the very 
thing . . . pink and green flowers as big as cabbages 

Digitized by L3OOQ IC 



218 THE BLACK KNIGHT 

on a buff-colored ground . . . real 'an'somc it was 
and not expensive considerin'." 

Nancy murmured something about her mother liking 
the carpet because it was warm for her feet and her 
gossip having the natural fine manners of the Celt agreed 
that it might be so and said no more about the linoleum. 

" If they fancy a mucky old rug let 'em keep it and 
be 'appy," she said to her man and showed that she was 
large minded as well as polite. 

Unfortunately Mr. Grimstone, Nancy's guardian, was 
neither; and at intervals he thought it his duty to write 
a disagreeable letter pointing out that if Mrs. Villiers 
died Nancy would be left without a penny and that she 
ought to be preparing for the worst instead of leading a 
useless butterfly life at the seaside. He had not set eyes 
on Nancy since she was seventeen and from the tone of 
his letters she judged that he pictured Nandarras as a 
western Blackpool with piers and promenades and sum- 
mer nuts in blazers. She once drew a picture of herself 
as a flapper of the most objectionable type kicking her 
heels on a pier and sucking a large sugar stick, while 
amorous swains on either side of her sucked their canes 
and displayed their checked socks. She signed it " Your 
affectionate ward, Ann Aurora Villiers,'' but she did not 
send it. 

" He would take it seriously and show it to his 
friends," she said. "Henry I, never smiled again but 
Mr. Grimstone never smiled at all, except when he was 
a baby, I suppose, and his bottle had upset him." 

Mrs. Villiers always went through a period of doubt 
and distress when one of these Liverpool letters came. 
To let Nancy go and try to earn her living amongst 
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strangers would have made her miserable and probably 
Nancy, too. Therefore she thought at times that she 
must be a wicked woman not to do it. She belonged to 
a generation that had been taught to think self-sacrifice 
a virtue even when it was sterile. But Nancy never al- 
lowed her to be miserable for long. 

" Tm not going/' she said. " Your food would cost 
you more as Moses or someone said and you'd have to 
pay a hireling too. We are leading a heavenly life and 
we should be idiots to give it up." 

" But it isn't a career for you." 

" I don't want a career. I'm a marrying woman. My 
man'll have to do the careering." 

" But how do you know . . . you see no men ..." 

" I'm not in a convent." 

" You see no men you could marry." 

" Men are men all the world over." 

Mrs. Villiers looked at her daughter, half-puzzled, 
half-scandalized. She had never talked like this when 
she was a girl 
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CHAPTER II 

After Nancy passed her twenty-first birthday Mr. 
Grimstone ceased from troubling. In impolite language 
he said he washed his hands of her. As she had not 
taken his advice she could not expect his assistance when 
she found herself stranded. He had only accepted the 
thankless post of guardian to oblige her father, of whom 
he had thought well at one time in spite of his injudicious 
marriage: and he now relinquished his arduous task 
gladly but with profoimd misgiving. 

" Blighter ! " said Nancy when she received this letter. 
" What does he mean by an injudicious marriage? " 

Mrs. Villiers sighed : bttt she laughed too and looked 
rather happy. 

" Yotlr father and I hadn't fifty pounds between us," 
she said. * " It was what people called an improvident 
marriage." 

"You never regretted it?" 

" Regretted it ! I should think not. Fd rather have 
been with your father in a barn than with any other 
man in a palace." 

" I wonder when I shall fall in love ! " said Nancy. 
" It's about time. I'm twenty-one." 

" You see so few people." 

" I've been adored more than once. Mr. Strangeways 
proposed to me yesterday." 

Mrs. Villiers pricked up her ears. 

" Did he ? Why did you wait till now to tell me ? He 
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seems a steady young man and very devoted. Don't you 
think you could . . /' 

" No," said Nancy with decision. " I couldn't" 

" I should be so thankful to see you settled in a home 
of your own ..." 

" Not with Mr. Strangeways, darling. I could twist 
him round my little finger." 

"Well • . . if he likes being twisted ..." 

"I admire masterful men. I'm going to marry a 
masterful man who does everything that I want him 
to do." 

"I know what you mean," said Mrs. Villiers, "but 
that kind of romantic hero doesn't come to Nandarras. 
He is busy mastering fate in more lively places. And 
quiet men like Mr.- Strangeways have surprises in them. 
If you married him you might find that he wanted his 
own way." 

"He wouldn't get it," said Nancy shortly. "But 
I'm not going to marry him. His cheeks are too 
pink." 

Mrs. Villiers went on with her embroidery and ceased 
to plead the cause of Mr. Strangeways, a summer visitor 
who, like other summer visitors before him, had fallen 
in love with Nancy. He had not much to offer her but 
he made enough, he said, to support a home of the small- 
est size in a London suburb. The furniture would be 
a stumbling-block but assisted by the hire system . . . 
Nancy had explained kindly but firmly that she did not 
like the picture. 

" I might marry a silly boy like that if he was a 
millionaire," she explained to her mother. " We could 
live in a palace and get away from each other. But in a 
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little six-roomed house . . . good God ... I should 
be boxing his ears in a week." 

Nancy sat opposite her mother as she gave tongue to 
these reprehensible sentiments, her eyes twinkling with 
mischief, her feet stuck straight out in front of her. 
She wore a bright red cotton that she had made herself 
and though she did not know it, there were several young 
men in Nandarras that summer who rushed down to the 
sands or up the cliff to the village if they caught sight 
of it. She had a word and glance for each one of them 
but so she had for the village idiot and for Enoch Pen- 
gelly's mangy dog. Mr. Pechey who had been Mr. 
Strangeways' serious rival this summer had told her a 
day or two ago that she was heartless. He was a serious 
young man and he ended his exhortations with a quota- 
tion from " As you like it." 

" You should go down on your knees," he said, " and 
thank Heaven for a good man's love." 

" Which one ? " asked Nancy. " You or Mr. Strange- 
ways ? " 

" I hope you're not a flirt, darling," said Mrs. Villiers 
when her daughter put these matters before her. " It 
isn't fair to lure men on and then ..." 

" Lure men on ! " cried Nancy. " What I want is a 
fly whisk to keep them off. I can see Mr. Pechey outside 
now. I dare you to ask him to tea." 

"Nancy!" murmured Mrs. Villiers helplessly as 
Nancy flew upstairs and Mr. Pechey knocked gently at 
the door. 

" Fm out," said Nancy in a stage whisper that Mr. 
Pechey must have heard plainly : for he was halfway in 
the room by that time. He stayed nearly an hour and 
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Nancy heard his droning voice in earnest confabulation 
with her mother. When the droning ceased the girl ran 
downstairs. 

" Now we'll have tea," she said. " How did you get 
rid of him?" 

" He told me all about his family and his prospects/* 
said Mrs. Villiers who looked rather worn. " He said 
that if you married him there would always be a comer 
for me in his house ..." 

" A comer ! Think Fd marry a man who talked like 
that?" 

" I was very polite to him, but I made him understand 
that it was of no use." Mrs. Villiers sighed; as if she 
regretted Mr. Pechey. Nancy knelt down in front of 
the neglected fire and tried to coax it into life with a 
small pair of bellows. 

" Anyone would think you wanted to get rid of me," 
she said. 

"If I were to die . . ." 

" You'll live another fifty years. You're only forty- 
two now. Ninety-two isn't so very old. By that time 
the difference between us will be hardly perceptible. I 
shall have married and some of my children will have 
married: and their children . . , we'll have a photo- 
graph taken ... of four generations . . . and send 
it to the Daily Mail. Cheerio ! " 

" There may be no Daily Mail by that time," said Mrs. 
Villiers who was in one of her dejected moods. 

Nancy rose to her feet, put her arms round her mother 
and kissed her : and when Nancy kissed you, whether you 
were man, woman or child, life took on a glow. She 
was magnetic. You loved the feel of her, her nearness 
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and the assurance of her aflfection. You wanted her to 
kiss you again. 

" I am always sorry that you have no uncles or aunts/' 
said Mrs. Villiers when the tea was made and they were 
sitting over the fire together. "If your father had had 
sisters and brothers and they had had houses where you 
could visit it might have made a great difference to you. 
Unfortunately your Uncle William ..." 

" I think it's time I was told all about Uncle William," 
said Nancy. " Ever since I can remember the mention 
of his name has been followed by an hiatus. You and 
father used to look at each other and say, William ! and 
then see me and leave off. Is he the family skeleton? 
Let's have him out of his cupboard. What has he done? 
Murdered his wife? " 

" On the contrary," said Mrs. Villiers. 

" What do you mean by that? " 

" Poor William " said Mrs. Villiers. " I'm sure he 
has never harmed a fly." 

" Then why are you not on any sort of terms with 
him?" 

" It was your father who broke off with him . . . 
not me." 

" He is your brother." 

" Yes : but unfortunately when he got back from South 
America he came to stay with us and brought Anita with 
him. Don't you remember them at all? " 

Nancy shook her head. 

" I suppose you wouldn't. It must be eighteen years 
ago. Anita was very pretty then but very odd. William 
had picked her up in the Argentine. Sometimes she 
would not speak a word for hours and sometimes she 
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would go wild and one night she drank several glasses of 
sherry and then insisted on dancing the tango with a 
queer colored man who had come to cdl on them." 

"What fun!" said Nancy. 

"You don't know what you're talking about," said 
Mrs. Villiers. 

" I've seen the tango danced." 

" Not that kind. In the midst of it your father got 
up and put the colored man out of the room. He wasn't 
as big but he was harder and stronger. Next day 
William and Anita went to Paris and I've never seen 
them since. William wrote to me when your father died 
but I could hardly read his writing. He said he had had 
some kind of stroke. Poor William ! " 

"Is Anita still with him?" 

" I suppose so." 

" She sounds quite amusing ... as a change from 
Mr. Pechey. Why don't they ask me to stacy with 
them?'' 

"William did say something about you in his letter 
and there was a postscript in Anita's writing ... a 
queer foreign hand . . . irregular and sloping the 
wrong way. Some people profess to read character in 
handwriting. It would be interesting to find out ..." 

" But what did she say about me ? " 

" She asked if you were as pretty a girl as you were 
a child and wanted a photograph." 

" Did you send one? " 

" I did. I thought there could be no harm in that 
and I was glad to hear from William again. No doubt 
your father was right but ..." 

Nancy knew perfectly well that her mother had fretted 
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about the rift between her husband and her only brother 
and at intervals had made tender little efforts to mend 
it : but without success. Captain Villiers had been one 
of those men who hardly ever quarrel and are implacable 
when they do : while his wife was one of those women 
who yield to the lawgiver from a sense of duty even when 
they disapprove of his laws. 

" I wish we had a little more money. We would 
run across to Paris to see them," said Nancy. 

" Oh! my dear! I couldn't do that! " exclaimed Mrs. 
Villiers. 

'*Why not?^' 

" Because your father would not have wished it." 

Nancy could make no rejoinder to that. She had 
been attached to her father and remembered him as a 
sensible honest man, not easily moved to anger and 
charitable in his judgments. Doubtless her mother was 
right to follow his counsels even after he was dead. 
But it was a pity : it was a thousand pities that his em- 
bargo closed the only avenue of escape from a hum- 
drum world into a lively one. Nandarras was still a 
paradise but when you are twenty-one you would like to 
look, over the bar of heaven sometimes and see other 
places. You would like change and adventure: you 
would like to spread your wings in a wider world and 
see what happened and what strange fine birds you met 
The very name of Paris made its own magic and cast 
its spell over you. Everything that was gay, elegant and 
witty belonged there. You yourself would feel dumb 
and clumsy amongst Parisians, but you would not mind 
if only you could see them with your own eyes and hear 
them speak in their own enchanting tongue. As for 
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Anita, she must be a considerable age by this time and 
had probably ceased to dance the tango. 

" Has Uncle William any children? " asked Nancy. 

" I have never heard of any," said Mrs. Villiers. 

" Is he as old as you? " 

" He is nearly ten years older. He will be fifty-two 
next Tuesday. I think I will write to him for his 
birthday." 

"Yes: do," said Nancy: and when the letter was 
written she wished her uncle many happy returns in a 
postscript and put in a snapshot of herself in a bathing 
dress taken by Mr. Pechey's sister on the sands. An 
answer came almost by return of post, a compound letter 
from William and Anita, colorless and frigid but con- 
taining a vague invitation to both mother and daughter. 
It was forgiving of them, thought Nancy, considering 
the way they had been kept at arms' length all these 
years. 

" Are they well off? " she asked. 

" Your uncle had certainly saved something. I don't 
know how much. But he talked of retiring." 
"What had he been?" 

" I believe he kept what they call a store out there : 
you know people who have had an education do aQ 
kinds of things in the colonies that they would not do 
here." 

Yes: Nancy knew that. Her lonely man on the 
*' Montcalm " had told her he was going to Canada. Odd 
how that man persisted in her memory. She wondered 
how he had got on, what he was doing and what he 
looked like now ? He must have been young at the time, 
as young as Mr. Strangeways or Mr. Pechey but she was 
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sure that he had a, force of nature they lacked. She had 
been a little fool of seventeen, she had fallen absurdly in 
love with him at first sight and if he had bidden her she 
would have gone with him across the world. How silly 
girls of that age are! Now that she was a woman of 
twenty-one she knew that such things did not happen, at 
least not to her. Still there were men in the world more 
likely to capture your fancy than Mr. Strangeways and 
Mr. Pechey. The man of the " Montcalm " was still in 
the world probably older, wiser, harder, having the same 
compelling voice . . . there had been magic in his 
voice ... the same eyes . . .the same build . . . 
the same manner . . . if he walked into the room this 
moment and took her masterfully by the hand . . . 
that was Stevenson's phrase . . . 

"What can you be dreaming of, Nancy?" broke in 
Mrs. Villiers. " I hope you are not setting your mind 
on going to Paris. I am willing to let bygones be by- 
gones but really Anita was not a nice woman. I was 
very sorry to see poor William married to her. She led 
him a dog's life." 

" Did she ? " said Nancy and went about her business 
which just then was to clear tea away, light the lamps 
and make up the fire. Nothing more was said about 
Uncle William and his Anita that night. But at the back 
of her mind Nancy cherished a vague picture of Paris 
and of relatives there who might someday entertain her. 
She believed that she could endure a good deal in the way 
of oddness and discomfort for the sake of waking in a 
foreign town. 

That year the winter at Nandarras seemed longer and 
colder than usual. There was no end to it. First the 
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fogs of autumn and the sirens of passing ships moaning 
by day and by night : the guns of the lighthouse warning 
them every two minutes: the melancholy bleat of the 
Rimnel Stone wailing to you through the gloomy after- 
noons and rumors of epidemic influenza in St Lois and 
Hendra. Christmas made a pleasant interlude, for at 
Christmas you were too busy to mind the weather. But 
when it had passed you settled down to the real winter 
cold, to seas as green as glaciers, to wild winds and bitter 
lengthening days. In other years Nancy had stood 
against the cold with the ease of youth, enjoyed the color 
on the moors, the lights in the sky, the flights of birds 
and the great seas that came in after storms. She would 
go out wrapped in her blue cloak and come back so allur- 
ing and aglow that her mother would look at her wist- 
fully and wish . . . Nancy knew well enough what her 
mother wished when she turned silent and stared at the 
fire. . . . But this year she did not go out for to see 
as much as usual. There was sickness about amongst the 
neighbors and everyone seemed to want a helping hand. 
Nancy cooked for this one and cleaned for that one and 
washed and dressed the children for another. There was 
always a job. Then old Mrs. Pengwyriver got influenza 
and nearly died of it. She had to be watched night and 
day and Nancy took her turn. Then Nancy had in- 
fluenza herself and was in bed for a week. The neigh- 
bors she had helped came to and fro to help her. Every- 
one was kind. But Mrs. Villiers who was used to be 
waited on hand and foot now had to wait on Nancy, to 
prepare food as best she could, to go up and down stairs, 
to keep in fires. She did not complain and she kept 
going till Nancy was over the worst and up again. Then, 
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one morning she frightened Nancy by calling her at 
dawn and saying that she felt ill. Nancy saw in a mo- 
ment that her mother was ill and expected an ordinary 
attack of influenza. She got her back to bed, lighted the 
fire and made her tea: all by candlelight in the black 
chill of a February morning. It was hours before the 
doctor could be got and when he came Mrs. Villiers was 
unconscious. Two days later she died ... of septic 
pneumonia. It was the only fatal case in the village that 
winter : and the last one of any consequence. After her 
funeral the spring came to Nandarras and people began 
to talk of Easter. The mullet were netted in shoals, men 
mended sails and gave boats a lick of paint With every- 
one except Nancy life went on as usual, up and down. 
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Mbs. Pengwynvee was the first person to tackle 
Nancy after her mother's death. The others shook their 
heads over her but left her alone. Her white miserable 
face scared them, 

"What be 'ee goin' to do, my dear?" asked the old 
woman. " 'Tis no life for a young maid in that little 
place by 'erself. Alone by day and alone by night. Sure, 
'tis enough to drive 'ee wimmey." 

" I don't know what to do," said Nancy. " I'm trying 
to make up my mind. I can't stay on much longer be- 
cause I want to earn my living." 

" Haven't 'ee any belongings? " 

" I have an uncle in Paris," 

"Married?" 

"Yes." 

" Then what be the trouble? A good motherly woman 
can be a great comfort in affliction and when she is as one 
might say your own jflesh and blood ..." 

" She isn't. She is a Spanish creole." 

" A f urriner ! I'm not partial to 'em." 

Mrs. Pengwynver took up her sewing which she had 
put down politely when Nancy went in. 

" 'Ee should 'ave married my dear," she said after a 
time. " Your mother told me not so long back as the 
men were fair crazed after 'ee." 

" But I wasn't crazed after any of them, Mrs. Pen- 
gwjmver." 

" I dunno as a woman has any call to be. If she keeps 
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her head cool she's more likely to choose right I wasn't 
exackly gone on Pengwynver, but he was a strong, steady 
lad and sober so I took 'im: and we lived together like 
turtle-doves for nigh on forty years. Same with Martha. 
She would 'ave given Tom Boase the chuck if I would 
have let her. But I never stood no nonsense with my 
maidens. When they walked out with a man they mar- 
ried 'im. Vilit will wed Obed Polglase in June." 

" But suppose she was luihappy with him, Mrs. Pen- 
gwj^ver?" 

"She wunt be. I've known Obed since he was a 
babe : and I know Vilit. She's one o' those as can't stand 
on their own feet so she must marry a man as can. He'll 
be a support to her. I can't read myself, my dear, but 
they do tell me as the wimmen are regularly dedarin' 
war on the men. Burning down houses I hear they are 
and scattin' shop winders. I've no patience with 'em. 
Pack o' fools. There isn't an easier critter in the world 
to lead than a man if you go the right way about it. I'd 
a deal less trouble with Pengwynver than with my old 
cat as got caught in a trap at last because he wouldn't 
listen to me." 

" I know," said Nancy. 

"Yes: my dear, you're one o' those as would know 
without any tellin'. I'd like to 'ave heard the bells for 
your weddin'." 

" I wish I could stay here," said Nancy forlornly and 
went back to the cottage which was so haunted by her 
mother's presence and so sanctified by myriad memories 
of their life together there that she would gladly have 
settled down in it to days of melancholy reminiscence. 
If she had had enough on which to support herself she 
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would assuredly have done this, but her pension of £40 
was hardly enough even in Nandarras and her mother 
had not managed to save quite a hundred potmds. When 
Nancy had paid the funeral, the doctor's bill and the 
plainest kind of mourning she had hardly twenty pounds 
left. Mrs. Villiers' pension ceased at death. Mr. Grim- 
stone wrote a formal letter of condolence but made no 
offer of help. Other friends wrote without inquiring 
into her circumstances. To all intents and purposes she 
was alone in the world. 

Except for Uncle William and Anita. They had 
written at once: for she had informed them of her 
mother's death: and they had invited her to make her 
home with them. She had not answered their letter yet 
but one day when some unexpected pa3anei\t had made 
a new inroad on her money, panic seized her and she 
looked at the letter again. Either she must earn her 
bread or she must go to them : and she did not know how 
to earn her bread. If she went to them at once it would 
give her breathing time. Perhaps in Paris her English 
would be an asset and her uncle and aunt would put her 
in the way of giving lessons. Perhaps other paths to in- 
dependence would present themselves over there. She 
decided as she re-read the letter that she would take the 
plunge and she wrote to say so by next day's post. 

" I'm going to Paris," she said to Mrs. Pengwynver. 

" I've seen that name in the papers," said Vilit. 

" I don't hold with furriners," said Mrs. Pengwynver. 
" If you want to cross the ocean why don't you go to 
South Africa or the Rockies? You'd meet a lot of our 
boys in those places and feel to home at once. What sort 
o' people live in Paris?" 

Digitized by L3OOQ IC 



234 THE BLACK KNIGHT 

" French people," said Nancy. 

Mrs. Pengwynver snorted with disapproval. 
" Frenchies ! Cum over here and pinch our boys' crab 
pots . . . they do . . . and wear wooden shoes and ear- 
rings and sell onions and sleep anywhere and eat any- 
thing. Many a time I've seen 'em in Porthlew munching 
a crust and gabbling to each other in their own tongue. 
They're no company for 'ee, my 'andsome." 

*' But I'm going to my uncle and aunt, Mrs. Pengwyn- 
ver. Don't you remember? You advised me to go." 

" I don't want 'ee to go," burst out the old woman. 
" None of us want 'ee to. We shall miss your pretty face 
as we miss the blessed sun in winter. Don't 'ee do it, my 
dear." 

" But only the other day you told me to do it," said 
Nancy again. " Why have you altered your mind? " 

Vilit smiled and exchanged glances with her mother. 

"Mr, Pechey and his sister are cominr to Jordan 
House at Easter," she said demurely, " and Martha 'as 
let her two front rooms to Mr. Strangeways." 

Three weeks later, soon after Easter, Nancy started 
for Paris. She had sold the contents of the cottage to a 
furniture dealer in Porthlew who said they were not 
worth fetching away but that he would take them to 
oblige her. He gave her ten pounds into the bargain and 
offered to take care of anything she especially treasured. 
So Nancy left a small box of books and odds and ends 
packed ready for him and wondered when she would see 
them again. She found the farewells difficult and was 
glad when the train moved out of Porthlew station leav- 
ing Vilit and Martha weeping on the platform. Her old 
world lay behind her and she was going to a new one 
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that had on it the disturbing shadow of her father's 
disapproval: still she would not allow it to disturb her 
greatly. Anita must have arrived at years of discretion 
by this time; no one had ever said a word against her 
uncle and anyhow if they had not invited her she would 
have been at her wit's end to know what to do. The 
turn of events had put Mr. Grimstone in the right. She 
ought to have left home long ago and found some way 
of supporting herself. Then she would have missed 
those four happy quiet years at Nandarras. Mr. Grim- 
stone was in the wrong after all. Nothing could take 
those years from her. Besides her mother would have 
been lonely and miserable. 

She traveled straight through to Paris finding the 
journey easy and delightful and arriving at the Gare du 
Nord early next morning. No one met her, but a fellow- 
traveler helped her to claim her trunk at the Douane and 
got her a taxi. She watched the streets of Paris through 
its windows and wished her first impressions had been 
more cheerful. A shower of driving sleet blurred the 
panes and the working folk about at this hour were 
hurrying through the storm, either half-hidden by um- 
brellas or hunching their shoulders as they met it unpro- 
tected. It was still raining hard when the taxi stopped 
at her uncle's house which was in the long avenue on the 
outskirts of the city. She paid her taxi driver and asked 
the concierge for Mr. Lawson's etage , feeling rather 
pleased with herself as she did so. Her French had borne 
the strain of the journey better than she expected and 
now she had reached a haven. She thought the concierge 
and his wife looked at her oddly when she asked for her 
uncle but perhaps they were like Mrs. Pengwynver and 
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objected to f urriners. In Paris she was one and she must 
remember it when people stared. A sleepy-looking maid- 
servant answered the bell but she seemed to expect Nancy 
and admitted her to a hall in which Nancy noticed a 
large sofa and near it a plaster cast of the Capitoline 
Venus. From there they went into a room which was 
evidently used as a dining-room and had not been put in 
order for the day yet. It was chilly, it smelt strongly of 
stale cigars and the table was littered with glasses, empty 
bottles and decanters and half-empty plates of cakes and 
sandwiches. Presumably her uncle and aunt had given a 
party the night before and she had missed it. But she 
did not feel ready for parties yet. Besides she had no 
smart clothes. As she stood there and realized how 
sleepy and travel-worn she felt a door on her left opened 
and a woman came through it towards her: a woman 
unlike any she had seen before, except perhaps in the 
pages of a picture paper left by summer tourists in the 
Mission Reading Room. The woman was middle-aged 
in the morning light and looked worn and sallow. She 
was tall, she moved with grace and she wore a heavily 
embroidered wrap that fell apart as she came forward 
and displayed the lace and gauze transparency in which 
presumably she slept. Her eyes were large, liquid, golden 
brown and curiously animal : as they fixed themselves on 
Nancy they appraised her but did not light up with any 
warmth of welcome. 

" You had better go to sleep for a few hours wh6n 
you've had some coffee," she said after some words of 
formal greeting. " Otherwise you will look tired to- 
night." 

" Is anything happening to-night? " asked Nancy. 
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" We receive every evening and we have a large circle 
of friends," said Anita. 

Nancy felt relieved. There is something steady and 
reassuring about a large circle of friends; at least she 
thought so: and by the time she had breakfasted with 
Anita she knew she had taken a plunge into a world 
where some of her lifelong landmarks were missing. 
Anita's voice as she screamed at the maid because the 
coflFee did not come quickly enough was something Nancy 
had never known before : and the maid's familiarity of 
manner startled her too. She wondered her uncle allowed 
it. He had not appeared yet and when she asked after 
him Anita had brushed her question aside, said he slept 
as much by day as by night and returned to the question 
of clothes. Clothes, it appeared, were of primary im- 
portance in Anita's world and if Nancy had not brought 
them they must be procured at once. 

" But I haven't much money," explained Nancy. " Fm 
very anxious to earn some ..." 
"How?" 

" I thought I might teach English." 

Anita did not exactly laugh. She sneered. 

" I have different ideas for you," she said and getting 

up she took Nancy along a narrow corridor to a small 

bedroom that looked as if it had been furnished in a 

hurry with odds and ends. There were two gilded chairs 

upholstered with torn crimson brocade, a handsome 

mirror over the fireplace with a gilded frame, a white 

bedstead with a pink satin eider down and a wardrobe. 

There was no washstand but Anita explained that Nancy 

could use the bathroom next door as a cabinet de toilette. 

" I have my own," she said, " if you make friends with 
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people and want to receive them here Fll get you a divan 
or a sofa." 

It sounded odd but pleasant and Nancy was prepared 
to accept a good deal that was new to her as the custom 
of the country: but she was not so far accepting Anita 
comfortably. Anita had sat down now on one of the 
gilded chairs and was waiting to see Nancy unpack her 
trunk. As there was no fire in the room and it was cold 
she had screamed for Marie the maid, and sent her for 
a fur coat which she put on after she had removed her 
dressing-gown. " She is brazen," thought Nancy. " She 
is queer ! " 

" But you've no evening dresses ! " cried Anita. 
"Your little coats and skirts may do by day ... at 
first. They make their own effect. But at night ..." 
She screamed for Marie again and spoke to her rapidly in 
French. The girl went away and came back with a frock 
that was the vivid scarlet of a poinsetta and thin but not 
transparent in texture. 

" For to-night I will lend you this," she said speaking 
in her very foreign accent. " To-morrow we must see. 
I also have not much money, and clothe? in Paris cost 
the eyes out of the head. But >yhen one is young and 
agreeable money is not difficult to procure. At least I 
have never found it so." 

" Fm in mourning," said Nancy hesitating. She had 
not taken the frock into her hands but she saw that it 
was attractive and, like Anita, queer and brazen. It had 
what people in those days called a tango skirt : that is a 
skirt slit to the waist on one side : and its bodice consisted 
mainly of narrow shoulder straps and a huge red arti- 
ficial flower. 
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**I wouldn't be seen dead in it at a pig-fair/' said 
Nancy to herself and diving into her trunk again she got 
hold of a white cotton crepe that she had made for her- 
self last summer and not worn much. It certainly looked 
prim and poor beside the red frock that Anita now held 
against her invitingly. She had not wanted to do it: 
but Anita proved oddly persuasive and determined. Her 
hands as she helped you were soft and quick and clever: 
she crooned over you as if you were a child that de- 
lighted her: she said you were adorable, an angel, a 
little cabbage: all kinds of funny silly foreign things. 
Before you knew where you were you were dressed as 
you had never dreamed of dressing and you looked as 
you had never thought you could look. It was frighten- 
ing but exciting to find you could look like that: even 
your hair was done in a new way. When the skirt fell 
open you saw a long slim white silk leg . . . 

"' I suppose you have bathed in the sea/' said 
Anita. "To-night there will be no sea and your leg 
will be covered with silk. What more would you 
have?" 

"Who is coming to-night?" asked Nancy temporiz- 
ing. 

"'Ow can I tell you? We never know beforehand. 
One brings another. Sometimes we are three, sometimes 
we are thirty. Now you shall sleep and when you have 
slept you shall dine and drink a little glass so that your 
eyes are bright and your tongue is loosed. 'Ow much 
can you speak French ? '' 
" Not much," said Nancy. 

" Never mind. You shall speak the language of the 
eyes which all men understand. Perhaps we shall dance 
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a little ... if Pelagie comes . . . she wishes always 
to dance. Me, I find it . . ." 

She finished with a French slang word that Nancy had 
never heard and did not understand : and at last left the 
room, carrying the red dress with her for alteration. By 
this time Nancy was dizzy with want of sleep, for the last 
night at Nandarras had been what the French call a 
white one. As she lay down the violence of life op- 
pressed her, the violence of its sudden changes and its 
staggering blows. Nandarras and the even happy days 
there were worlds away and wholly out of reach. Yet 
the last time she had lain down to rest she had lain in her 
little blue and white room and when she got up had 
passed through her mother's room, lingering at the win- 
dow to look at the sea and the encircling hills. Now 
those rooms were empty or perhaps being emptied by the 
furniture dealer from Porthlew: while she lay here in 
Paris and as Anita*s guest. Her uncle she had not seen 
yet and when she had asked after him Anita had an- 
swered briefly, her voice had been hard and angry as she 
spoke of him. Nancy thought of Mrs. Pengwynver and 
her three devoted daughters. Assuredly this world was 
not that world in more ways than one. Mr. Pechey be- 
longed to that world and Nancy went to sleep laughing 
because she tried to picture what his face would be like 
if he met her in the red dress she had consented in the 
end to wear to-night. She would rather not have worn 
it but Anita was evidently not a person who would take 
no for an answer. Why should she care what Nancy 
wore? Who was she? Who were her friends? What 
would happen to-night when Nancy, dressed like Jeze- 
bel's daughter, appeared amongst them? 

Digitized by L3OOQ IC 



CHAPTER IV 

So this was Uncle William! This vacant-eyed old 
man with stooping shoulders and a slouching gait: too 
slack and foolish to welcome her, too feeble to hold his 
own in his own house. He sat at table with them hardly 
speaking, eating what was given to him, only blinking 
uneasily when his wife screamed at him in Spanish or 
at Marie in French. He had shaken hands with Nancy 
when she went in and his hand had been as lifeless as his 
eyes. As the meal continued he seemed hardly to know 
that his niece was there. Yet, every now and then he 
would make an effort and come out of the lethargy in 
which he had his being : and the impression left by these 
short-lived intervals was startling and painful Marie 
had left the room and they were eating a dessert of 
oranges when he suddenly put his down, as if the process 
of peeling it was beyond him and said to Nancy : 

" Why did your mother send you here ? I didn't want 
you to come." 

Anita made a sound with her teeth and her tongue that 
Nancy had never heard before and that frightened her. 
It evidently frightened Uncle William too for he began 
to fumble with his orange again while he looked over his 
spectacles at his wife in a way that reminded Nancy of 
a dog that expects to be beaten and asks to be let off. 
" G-rrr, you swine," Anita seemed to say : like the monk 
in the Spanish cloister. She looked younger and hand- 
somer at night than she had done in the early morning 
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but her husband's presence evidently acted as an irritant 
and loosed the springs of a temper that had left its lines 
on her mouth and vibrated ominously in her voice. She 
said something swiftly in Spanish that Nancy did not 
understand but the old man crumpled under it and gave a 
little shiver that was piteous to see. 

" ril peel your orange for you," said Nancy and draw- 
ing his plate towards her began to prepare the fruit for 
him. Anita, with a gesture of impatience, pushed back 
her chair and went into the adjoining room. Through 
the open door Nancy could see her directing Marie and 
a tall young man she called Franz in the arrangement of 
seats, lights and tables, as much with her hands as by 
what she said. She had white well-kept hands but not 
well-bred ones ; nor was her voice well-bred or her laugh. 
Both had tones in them that jarred. She wore black 
to-night and it suited h^r : but even at night there were 
the unmistakable lines of middle age about her eyes and 
in the trap-like set of her mouth. Still Nancy thought 
she looked extraordinarily handsome and she marveled at 
the charming color in her cheeks and the scarlet of her 
lips until Anita, looking at her critically, said : 
" Your lips want a touch. Come into my room/' 
Nancy had never made up except once or twice as a 
child for private theatricals: but she knew that there 
were various sections of society, where powder and paint 
were as much a matter of course as soap was in her 
world and she judged already that she had landed in 
one of them: which kind she did not know yet. She 
followed Anita into a room that was unlike any she had 
ever seen, or even imagined. There was a bedstead of 
red lacquer, a thick Oriental carpet, mostly black, on the 
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floor, a Turkish divan covered with black and black cur- 
tains in front of the windows. Between the windows 
there were mirrors framed in black. It was not until 
Anita went into an adjoining room that Nancy saw a 
large dressing-table littered with pigments, gold boxes 
and brushes and large wardrobes lining the long wall. 

"Uncle William must be very rich," thought Nancy. 
" I wonder what his room is like." The one with the 
red bedstead and black carpet had left an eerie impres- 
sion, she hardly knew why. She could imagine an 
Aubrey Beardsley woman haunting it: an evil creature 
from which, Good Lord, deliver us! Anita was rather 
like one. At least her eyes and her willowy figure were. 
Her mouth was thinner and harder. 

" That will do," she said when she had touched up the 
girl's lips and Nancy looked at herself from head to 
foot in a wardrobe mirror. She was horrified, thrilled, 
afraid. She had never seen herself so bedizened and 
whether she liked it or hated it she could not tell. She 
was dressed for a part and did not know yet what the 
part was to be. She wondered whether other women 
were coming to-night and whether they would all wear 
shameless clothes and have made-up faces. As she fol- 
lowed Anita she could see that some guests had arrived 
already, but so far only men in evening dress. Uncle 
William had disappeared. Franz had disappeared too 
for the moment, but Nancy caught sight of him busy 
with bottles in the dining-room. 

The room Nancy now entered was a large one, bril- 
liantly lighted and with a long narrow table occupying 
one end of it. On the table there was a green baize cloth 
divided up into squares and oblongs on which people 
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were placing counters, of various colors. At the far end 
of the table was a sort of bowl in which a slotted silver- 
wheel revolved and an ivory ball hopped and clicked. 

Evidently some game was about to be played on it but 
at present the half-dozen men who had arrived were all 
gathered near the fire. When Anita and Nancy went in 
some were standing and some were sprawling on chairs 
in attitudes that Nancy considered more suitable to a pot- 
house than a drawing-room. However, several of them 
sprang to their feet when they saw her and in a moment 
she found herself surrounded, stared at, spoken to in 
French and English, obliged as well as she could to 
answer a cross-fire of questions about her journey and 
the fatigue she must naturally feel after it. Anita hov- 
ered near them for a minute or so and then sat down 
next to one of the gentlemen who had not risen when she 
came into the room. Presently Nancy found herself, on a 
causeuse with a delicate looking boy of twenty who by 
his tongue was EngUsh and by his appearance and man- 
ner a gentleman. Yet she missed something in his man- 
ner that should have been there and she had to meet an 
admiration in his eyes that seemed to have no check 
behind it and to express itself as if her response could be 
taken for granted. He had been introduced to her as 
Sir Henry Udall and the other men after buzzing about 
her when she first went in had one by one left him the 
field : chiefly because Nancy herself, finding that he was 
English and quite young had shown him favor. As far 
as she had had time to gather herself together at all she 
had taken a dislike to the other men in the room or 
rather to their behavior. Still like Touchstone she re- 
membered that she was a traveler and that travelers 
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must be content: besides, who was she to judge of 
manners in a Parisian salon? 

Yet she knew as she stood there encircled by Anita*s 
guests that if these were Parisian manners she would 
never get used to them. One of the men had evidently 
dined well. She had seen men the worse for drink in the 
streets of Porthlew and knew the signs. He had lurched 
against her and another man who was not drunk had 
caught her in his arms to save her from falling. The 
sober man had behaved worse than the one flown with 
wine. If Sir Henry had not pushed him back she would 
have found it difficult to break away. There had been a 
momentary scuffle, a memory that sent the blood to 
Nancy's cheeks as she thought of it. Public-house man- 
ners and she herself treated as she supposed men treat 
barmaids. Anita had risen when the scuffle began, but 
had sat down again when it ended without her inter- 
ference. She was still talking to the elderly man who 
sprawled beside her and there was a want of restraint in 
her voice and pose that affected Nancy unpleasantly : so 
that she sat up straight in her comer and answered Sir 
Henry's questions without looking at him more than she 
could help. She had been used to the admiration of 
men and thought she knew how to play them as an 
angler plays fish : although she had not hitherto met the 
one she wished to land. But it was without effort and 
by the irresistible charm that all men felt that she found 
most men in her net : and had had to exercise her skill in 
letting them go again without injury. She had never till 
to-night met men from whom she shrank. In Nandarras 
there had been witchery in her smile and a touch of the 
devil in her eyes as often as not. Miss Pechey who had 
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disapproved of her had feared she was a coquette. But 
in this room where men stared and smiled knowingly the 
devil in her hid his head. She felt indignant and though 
it seemed absurd, a little afraid. She blamed herself bit- 
terly for putting on Anita's frock and for allowing Anita 
to paint her lips. She was not going to make a fool of 
herself and she must sit there and see the evening out 
but if she had followed her inclinations she would have 
slipped away and gone to bed. 

" A penny for your thoughts," said Sir Henry in her 
ear. He had edged nearer and she could not get further 
from him unless she got up. She was pushed against the 
side of the causeuse already, 

" You wouldn't like them," she said. 

" I hope you like me? " 

'* Not at all," she said and did get up. For, as he 
spoke, he had come nearer still so that his face almost 
touched hers. Silly boy ! He reminded her of the young 
men in musical comedies who arrive on the stage sur- 
rounded by girls and with interludes of song give the 
British public as strong a dose of mingled sentiment and 
impropriety as it will stand. But their world was unreal 
and as long as you laughed it did not matter much what 
happened in it. This world to which she had traveled so 
light-heartedly was not going to vanish with the fall of 
a curtain and as far as she could see no other world had 
a place for her. She must try to hold her own in it. 

Most of the men were now gathered round the roulette 
table. A sallow hairless American in a chestnut wig sat 
on the edge of his chair close to the wheel jotting down 
the winning numbers in a notebook, betting occasionally 
and with great success, whenever his elaborate calcula- 
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tions prompted him. The comers of his long mouth 
twitched and his rimless eyeglasses took on an imcanny 
gleam, but he was the only man present who seemed to 
care whether he won or lost. The faces of the others 
were almost expressionless. They must be playing for 
trifling stakes, Nancy decided. Yet a blue-jowled Greek, 
his stock of counters exhausted, bought a further supply 
from the croupier and the amount of money it cost him 
took her breath away. 

Anita was now talking in whispers to an obese elderly 
man with a double chin and small shrewd eyes sur- 
rounded by wrinkles. When Nancy came across the 
room towards them, her aunt beckoned to her and then 
got up. 

" Come and talk to my old friend, Herr Axenstein,'* 
she said. " He likes children." 

" I am nearly twenty-two," said Nancy, sitting down 
as far from Herr Axenstein as was politely possible : for 
he had shaken hands with her and she had hated his 
manner of doing it. More and more she had an uncom- 
fortable sense of having lost her bearings and her steering 
power. Until to-night she had imagined that all men 
were as chivalrous and agreeable as, for instance, the 
fishermen of Nandarras : and with men of her own class 
she had easily contrived to be both friendly and inac- 
cessible. "Little friend of all the world," some lover 
of Kim had christened her : but she could not feel friendly 
to the denizens of this world : to this old man leering at 
her like a satyr and trying to seize her hand again : to 
that slack-mouthed boy from whom she had just escaped, 
to Anita herself watching her sullenly. They reminded 
her of the rabble in Comus. 
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"Will you dine with me to-morrow night?" mur- 
mured Herr Axenstein, " It is true what Madame says. 
I adore pretty children." 

" I should have thought you were old enough to have 
some of your own," said Nancy. 

He looked at her. 

"I am very rich," he murmured. "To one who 
pleases me I can be generous." 

Nancy stared at him. Certainly Anita collected some 
queer iSsh in her salon and this was one of the queerest 

" Will you dine with me to-morrow night? " he whis- 
pered again. 

" No : I won't," said Nancy bluntly. 

"I would give you all that^a woman prizes most. 
Your aunt says you have no clothes. I would give you 
clothes and jewels . . . such as she wears herself . • . 
I will bring you to-morrow a necklace of pearls." 

Nancy got up again : wondering whether she was going 
to spend her time in her Uncle's house in escaping from 
amorous-looking gentlemen who were as ridiculous as 
they were disagreeable : and for how long she could go 
on with this form of exercise, without looking like a fool 
herself. At the moment her attention was diverted by 
the entrance into the room of a young woman and three 
men who advanced towards Anita with an air of " the 
world is at my feet " on the part of the woman and " we 
are your slaves " on the part of the men that made Nancy 
look at the woman attentively. At first sight she was 
demure and nun-like, she moved quietly, she was pale, 
small and slender, she had downcast eyes and long dark 
lashes; her only jewels were the rings on her white hands 
and her black hair came low down on her brow and cov- 
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ered her ears. Her black frock was as plain as a school- 
girl's but, nevertheless, contrived to be more audacious 
than Anita's and as she spoke to her hostess Nancy saw 
the two women eye each other with hostility. 

" That is the most successful woman in Paris," said 
Herr Axenstein who had followed Nancy across the 
room. " She has arrived ! That man with the bald head 
is Sleet, the American millionaire. She has him in her 
pocket Not so long ago she had me there. We are 
still good friends. If you will be a sensible child and 
dine with me to-morrow I will present you to her. If she 
would take you for a drive with her through Paris your 
fortune would be made." 

" What is her name? " asked Nancy. 

" Pelagic Helder." 

The woman had just turned their way and stopped 
still in front of them : so that Nancy could see her more 
plainly than she had done before. She did not like 
what she saw. The woman's glance was fixed on her 
curiously and the comers of her mouth were derisive. 
She now seemed to Nancy insolent and unfriendly; while 
the demure profile that had attracted the girl's attention 
when she came in became the evil mask of the soul that 
shocked you when ^e raised her eyes. At least she 
shocked Nancy who instinctively drew back from her. 
It was the faintest movement but it was enough to be- 
tray aversion and both of the older women saw it. 

"Who is it?" said Pelagic. 

"It is my niece. She has only just arrived . . . 
from England." 

Pelagic shrugged her shoulders, contemptuously, 
turned her back on Nancy and, always followed by her 
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cluster of admirers, walked up to the roulette table. As 
she went she laughed and Nancy understood that she was 
being laughed at cruelly. Anita came towards her and 
was evidently out of humor. 

" So far you are not a success," she said. " You give 
yourself airs, my dear. It is not the way for a girl in 
your situation to get on." 

Nancy had no reply ready but she would have said 
something if Marie had not come in just then and spoken 
to her mistress. Anita at once went with her out of the 
room. 

"What is your situation?" said Herr Axenstein to 
Nancy. " What does Madame mean? " 

" I suppose she means that I have no money," said the 
girl tmwillingly. 

The old man laughed and leered. 

" Two years ago Pelagic was serving drunken sailors 
in a cabaret in Toulon," he said. " Look at her now ! " 

Involuntarily Nancy looked. Pelagic was the only 
woman at the gambling table. Then men were her set- 
ting. They came out of corners where they had been 
drinking and smoking and crowded about her, angling 
for a word or a smile from her, ready to buy a favor by 
backing her fancy. " Zero," Nancy heard her instruct an 
admirer. " Zero et dixsept et Rouge, mon cher. Cent 
francs a chacun. J'aurais de belle chance ce soir, je suis 
certain." 

" I have an eye," Herr Axenstein went on. " Your 
aunt showed me your photograph and I advised her to 
give you a trial. I believe you will be a success if you 
will take your opporttmities. Of course, if you play the 
prude ..." 
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"Who is that man who has just come in?" said 
Nancy, partly because she wanted to stop him and partly 
because she wanted to know. The man stood out from 
any of the others in the room. He was taller, stronger- 
looking, better-bred. He was English: a fair-haired, 
well set up Englishman and as sober as she was herself. 

" I have no idea," said Herr Axenstein. 

But Nancy had recognized him. He looked twenty 
years older than the man she had seen five years ago. 
Every line in his face had hardened. He was leaner than 
he had been and paler. But he was the man of the 
'' Montcabn." 



Digitized by L3OOQ IC 



CHAPTER V 

Anita went into the room through which she had 
taken Nancy: the room with the red bedstead and the 
black carpet. The shaded lights were switched on and 
a man stood there with his back to her. At the sound 
of the opening door he turned. She saw at a glance that 
he was in a bad mood : scowling and quarrelsome. He 
was a man of her own age and race, showily dressed and 
slightly corpulent. He had black, oily hair, handsome 
heavily-lidded eyes, unusually thick lips, a sensitive 
hooked nose and a faint tawny tinge in his skin which 
told of remotely mixed blood. 

"Well, what is it? What do you want?" he said 
roughly when he saw Anita. 

" I have not seen you for a fortnight, I thought . . . '* 

He brought his fist down heavily on the mantelpiece 
and swore at her loudly in Spanish. " Valgame Dios! 
And for that you bring me racing across Paris ! Because 
you have not seen me for a fortnight ! Am I your dog, 
your servant, that I must be forever trailing at your 
heels?" 

Anita smiled, unmoved by his explosion. She had 
thrown a gold and silver scarf over her shoulders, a 
broad filmy one that made a brilliant decoration in the 
somber room and she rearranged it quietly as he fumed 
and blustered. 

"You did not always talk like that, Jose," she said 
smoothly. 
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"Oh, my God, arc we to have the past trotted up 
before us, like an old horse past work, its bones creak- 
ing ! " He stormed. " See here, 'Nita. That was all 
very well on the Santa Anna, back there — " He waved 
a ringed hand as though to indicate the far Argentine. 
*' When you were seventeen and I was a fool. We arc 
older now and in Paris and — and a man has other occupa- 
tions." 

" Melanie? " queried Anita slyly. 

Pacheco stamped his foot. ** Well, what of it? Am I 
a slave? Cannot I do what I choose? Did you deceive 
yourself into thinking you would last for ever? You 
should consult your mirror, corestia!'* 

Anita shrugged her fine shoulders. She appeared 
anlused. " When men turn from me instead of towards 
me I shall ask my mirror the reason. There is no need 
as yet, however. Axenstein ^* 

" Axenstein ! *' Pacheco sneered. " That bloated Ger- 
man ! Dona, I congratulate you! ** 

Anita screwed up her mouth. "Hmm! ^ Canta la 
rana y no tiene pelo ni lana/ And you yourself are not 
as slender as you were back on the old estancia. You 
should consult your pier-glass, carino/^ 

Pacheco flushed furiously. " Other women, beautiful, 
young Women, do not tell me these things." 

Anita clicked impatiently. " Tcha ! Do you think her 
eyes aren't open because it pays her to keep her mouth 
shut? Listen, my poor old Jose, I will warrant la belle 
Melanie calls you ' Papa ' behind your back and that she 
is at this moment in a cabinet particulier with some yel- 
low-haired boy, drawing caricatures of you on the back 
of a wine list, caricatures in which your slight— -embon- 
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point will receive every consideration. Youth to youth, 
Jose, one cannot help it. You will find your old friends 
wear best.'* 

"Old friends!" Pacheco roared. "Old leeches, you 
mean. May God defend us from our old friends! It is 
twenty-three- four years now since I picked you — a 
vaquero's ragged brat — ^up out of a mud hut on the 
Campo and gave you your chance. And how did you 
repay me? Why, by running off with a gringo, an 
Englishman ! " 

"He married me and was a muy cabdUero — then,*' 
murmured Anita. " Handsomer than you." 

Pacheco laughed, " He is a fine gentleman now, hey? 

sin duda! A gay and gallant figure! You backed the 
wrong horse that time, 'Nita. No matter, I forgave you ; 

1 came back and was generous ; I let you bleed me again, 
year after year. The high heavens alone know to what 
cost. A lo menos it is finished. You will bleed me no 
more. I go." 

He flung out of the room followed by Anita and when 
they reached the salon they stood together at the open 
door watching the scene inside.- 

"Who is the girl in scarlet? She is new," said 
Pacheco suddenly. 

" She is William's niece. She arrived this morning." 

"Will she stay here?" 

" What can she do? She hasn't a penny." 

The man's eyes were fixed hungrily on Nancy, who 
was standing a little apart from everyone else looking 
rather wistfully at the roulette players and at Michael 
Winter who had been singled out. by Pelagic and was 
apparently enjoying his game. The most successful 
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woman in Paris was capricious as many men knew to 
their cost and for the evening she had thrown her hand- 
kerchief to the big fair-haired Englishman who was a 
stranger within the gates and who accepted her advances 
impassively, but not unwillingly. She had no eyes except 
for him and he seemed ready for what the gods provided ; 
at any rate, if he had noticed Nancy he had not recog- 
nized her, and he was more interested in the chances of 
the game and in the beckoning eye of the woman at his 
side than in the lonely figure of the girl in red. All these 
years Nancy had remembered him and compared other 
men with him, to their disadvantage. She had never ex- 
pected to see him again. She had pictured him married, 
dead, changed, broken, prosperous : anything except ston- 
ily forgetful and indifferent. He was changed : changed 
and aged beyond his years. The lines of his face were 
grim, his eyes still mournful, his glance hard. It was 
hard when it met her glance, hard and unseeing. He did 
not seem to know she was there. How she hated 
Pelagic ! 

" I bring you my old friend M. Jose Pacheco," said 
Anita in a honey-sweet voice that did not accord with an 
^^giy gleam in her eyes, and Pacheco standing between 
Nancy and the roulette players hovered over her like a 
monstrous bird of prey. When she moved he followed 
hen 

The rest of the evening passed as a nightmare does, 
leaving oppression and vague dread behind. People came 
and went. The dining-room doors were thrown open and 
Anita calling Nancy to her told her to carry round plates 
of petits fours and little buttered rolls on which there 
were scraps of smoked salmon or caviare. Franz openeH 
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champagne as quickly as experts open oysters. Every- 
one drank it in large goblets. Pelagie drank a great deal 
and after some persuasion returned to the salon and sang 
a song accompanied by a dance. It was the hit of the 
evening. Roars of laughter and applause encouraged 
her. She sang again: danced again: looked what she 
was, a harlot the worse for wine. Nancy did not under- 
stand a word of the songs but she remembered her 
mother's story of the tango and her own difficulty itt 
picturing it. Now she knew. 

" Immense/* said the man at her side. " There is no 
one to compare with Pelagie. She takes all men by 
storm. Yet when she came two years ago she was as 
unknown in Paris as you are to-night Can you sing 
and dance?" 

Nancy looked at the man who since Anita had pre- 
sented him had kept obstinately close to her. She 
disliked him even more than she had disliked the 
slackmouthed boy or Herr Axenstein. She disliked 
everything about him : his age, his corpulence, his scents, 
his jewelry, his color, his rolling eyes. He was not a white 
man. It made her feel creepy-crawly to be near him and 
he came near her however ingeniously she tried to get 
away. 

" Can you sing and dance? *' he said again. 

" Not like that,'' she said. 

" After all it does not matter," he continued, " when 
one is as young and charming as you are ..." 

She had turned from him impatiently and blindly, with 
some thought of finding safety in the numbers still at 
the roulette table, but Anita who had been on the watch 
headed her off. 
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" Has M. Pacheco asked you to dine with him? " she 
said. 

" No," said Nancy. " Herr Axenstein did but I 
refused." 

"Why?" 

" I didn't like the idea of it." 

" If Pacheco asks you you will accept. He is one of 
my oldest friends. I expect you to make yourself agree- 
able to him." 

Nancy had hardly answered and soon afterwards the 
company had dispersed, Pelagic arm in arm with the man 
of the " Montcalm." As they said good night to Anita 
he had looked straight at Nancy without recognition and 
as she thought without likiiig. His attention was given 
to Pelagic and the girl who had carried his image in her 
heart for five years went to, bed vexed and disappointed. 
There had been a dreadful moment that haunted hef . It 
stood out in her thoughts from everything else that had 
happened on that long hateful evening. If only she had 
not done it ! but she had done it and could not efface the 
shame of it. As he stood there, silent and abstracted, 
she had taken an impulsive step towards him, held out her 
hand, been about to speak. But the words had died upon 
her lips because, although he had taken her hand politely 
and even smiled at her with some amusement he had let 
her go again at once when Pelagic called him. Certainly 
he did not remember her. Possibly he thought her for- 
ward. Evidently he took no interest in her. The humil- 
iation of it ate into her soul as she remembered the 
amused indifference of his manner and her own folly. 
If they met again she would be stone. 

Next morning when she was dressed she went intp the 
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dining-room and found her uncle engaged with coffee and 
rolls there at one corner of the table, hastily cleared by 
Marie for his tray. There were two cups and two plates 
on the tray so Nancy sat down and had breakfast with 
him; The room had not been tidied yet or the windows 
opened although the May sunshine was streaming 
through the panes. Uncle William munched his rolls 
steadily but slowly and after answering Nancy's good 
morning relapsed into silence. 

"What are you going to do after breakfast?" she 
asked presently. 

" I shall go for a walk in the Bois/* he said. " I go 
every morning." 

"By yourself?'* . 

"Who should go with me? Marie has her work to. 
do. Anita is still in bed/' 

" Can I come with you? " said Nancy, wondering that 
the feeble old man was ever left to face the traffic of the 
streets by himself. n 

"I suppose you can/' he said doubtfully. "Anita 
never gets up till the afternoon." 

So a little later they went down into the lift together 
and out into the broad avenue leading straight to the 
Bois de Boulogne. " This is Paris . . • Paris/' sang 
Nancy's thoughts to her as her dancing feet tried to slow 
down to the heavy dragging gait of the old man by her 
side. She looked at every woman she met, expecting to 
see a miracle of fashion, but at this hour of the morning 
in that quarter meeting chiefly bonnes with floating 
streamers to their caps returning leisurely from the 
schools to which they had conducted their charges: or 
cooks with market baskets on their arms. The air was 
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clear and sparkling, the traffic swift, the houses on either 
side of the broad pavement a clean glistening white and 
uncommon tall. Then they reached the woods and when 
you have lived amongst the treeless dunes of Nandarras 
for four years you think you never knew or perhaps had 
forgotten how beautiful woods are in May. At this end 
of the Bois they were sophisticated woods with seats and 
graveled sidewalks : with dandy riders of both sexes and 
with troops of children at play. But Nancy found in 
everyone and everything she saw some point of difference 
and interest to remind her that she was in Paris. She 
enjoyed the spring morning, the vistas along illimitable 
avenues of slender trees and the kaleidoscopic glimpses of 
French people. 

" I cannot walk very far," said Uncle William. " We 
will sit here and rest." 

They had reached a large pond with aquatic birds on 
it and with seats near its edges. It was a meeting-ground 
for nurses and children and Nancy would have been con- 
tent to sit there for hours watching them. But there 
were other people to watch too. A group of oddly- 
dressed young men, with long hair, wild hungry faces 
and cloaks that as far as she could see were badly needed 
to cover a deficiency of linen and an indifference to soap 
and water that made it difficult to class them. Stage 
anarchists she thought they looked like. 

" Artists from the Quartier Latin," said Uncle Wil- 
liam, " and that solitary man near them is an Apache. 
He would murder you for five francs." 

He looked like it : an outcast, drunken, savage, miser- 
able. Perhaps Uncle William was right when he told 
her that she could not walk in the Bois by herself. If 
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she lost her way and was followed by a thing like that 
. . . yet what protection against anyone could her poor 
old uncle be ? He could not even rise from his seat with- 
out her assistance when he was ready to go. She put her 
arm round him to help him but he was heavy and sank 
back. She tried again and again with patience, encour- 
aging him and even making him laugh a little. She was 
laughing herself. 

" We can't stay here all day," she said. " You'll be 
getting hungry. Take both my hands and I'll pull as 
hard as I can." 

" Let me help," said the man from the " Montcalm." 
He had sprung from nowhere. He had probably been 
watching her. The laughter faded from her eyes. She 
froze to him, remembering last night and its kaleidoscope 
of events, all hateful. She would have sent him about 
his business if she had known how. But he was taking 
no notice of her. She could only have attracted his at- 
tention by an effort and she would rather have died than 
make it. He had stooped over her uncle, put one arm 
round him and pulled him easily to his feet. For a mo- 
ment he supported the old man and steadied him. Then, 
without speaking again, he lifted his hat and walked 
away. Nancy watched him with bitterness in her heart. 
He had been kind but cavalier : quick to help but resolute 
not to linger. She was not used to such treatment at the 
hands of men. 
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CHAPTER VI 

It certainly was an odd household. When Nancy got 
back to dejeuner with her uncle, Anita was still in bed 
and the dining-room still littered with last night's feast 
Marie brought them a steak and fried potatoes and a 
delicious long French loaf on a tray, shoved it anyhow on 
one corner of the table, put a half-used bottle of Bor- 
deau near her master and told him to be quick over his 
meal because she wanted the room. Her manner in 
Nancy's opinion was insufferably familiar. 

" Cut it up for him," she said speaking in pantomime 
as well as in French. " The old ape will get it down 
quicker. Take care he does not choke. Not that it 
would matter much to anyone if he did." 

The last remark reached Nancy's ears in a whisper: 
but she believed that her uncle heard it and understood. 
He showed no resentment, but his chin seemed to 'sink a 
little further towards his chest and his hunched shoulders 
to look more hunched as his dragging feet approached 
the table. His face was expressionless until Marie 
left the room and then a gleam of anger came 
into it. 

" I have often asked Anita to get rid of that woman," 
he said. " But she pays no attention to me. It is a 
bad job to be old and ill. It is better to be dead. I can 
do nothing. Anita says that if I give any trouble she will 
put me away and I should not like that. In those places 
people are often cruelly treated. I have read about it. 
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I am better at home and as long as I keep out of 
sight ..." 

His voice died into a drone and he began to eat the 
cut-up meat and the potatoes that Nancy placed before 
him. When he tried to drink he choked and frightened 
her but he soon recovered and proceeded with his 
meal. 

" Where shall we go now? " she asked when they had 
finished. " Marie said she wanted this room. Where 
do you usually sit? " 

" In the afternoon I sleep " he said drowsily, " I sleep 
a great deal since I was ill." 

So he hobbled slowly off and Nancy was left by her- 
self, wondering how she should spend the afternoon: 
but Anita settled this for her by sending Marie to tell 
her to put on her outdoor things and be ready in half an 
hour. The automobile would be here at one o'clock, said 
Marie. 

Nancy had no choice of clothes, so at one o'clock she 
waited near the front door in the plain black coat and 
skirt and the black sailor hat in which she had traveled 
and which she had worn in the Bois this morning. Anita 
coming from her own room and looking like a fashion 
figure from Le Style Parisien stared at her. Anita wore 
no loud colors or outrageous designs. She was not of 
the class that depends on them. She dressed discreetly 
and expensively out of doors so that it was things, hardly 
describable, that gave her away : her glance perhaps, her 
hostile appraisement of other women, especially if they 
were women of the world, her impudent laugh and, when 
she was with men, her greed. 

"You must have some clothes," she said to Nancy, 
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" I can't have anyone as mal fichee as you are about the 
place. Besides, black doesn't suit you." 

** But I've no money ..." said Nancy drawing 
back, " at least, I've very little . . . and I don't like 
getting into debt." 

Anita wac not a fool. She could see that Nancy meant 
what she said and that it would be judicious to mislead 
her. 

" You needn't make yourself ideas about that, my little 
cabbage," she said. " I have spoken to your uncle and 
told him you must have clothes." 

**You are both very kind," said Nancy, reluctant to 
accept but not knowing how to refuse. Her uncle must 
certainly be a wealthy man, she thought, when she saw 
the smart car waiting for them and the chauffeur as 
respectful and correctly dressed as if Anita had been the 
wife of a bishop. Still more she thought so when she 
had been whirled from one faiseur to another buying or 
ordering frocks, cloaks, hats and lingerie such as she 
had never expected to possess. Not much of anything 
but everything seductive and perhaps a little daring. It 
was an experience that Nancy had never had before and 
in spite of the undercurrent of uneasiness that was by 
no means stifled she thoroughly enjoyed it. What money 
could do! She had wondered at herself last night in 
Anita's red frock that did not fit her : but she saw herself 
to-day in a gray one that the man dressmaker who had 
it brought forward for her, had altered while they waited 
and chose other things. He was. very gallant, that funny 
little fat elderly man. He complimented Nancy in broken 
English. He told her she had great possibilities, and that 
if she would allow him to turn her out entirely he would 
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make a real Parisienne of her, one of the most chic. 
He said she had the devil in her eyes and smile and 
yet looked like a real ingenue, a combination he per- 
sonally . . . Then he suddenly went off to another part 
of the big room full of models and with mannequins in 
waiting for his commands: and Anita went with him. 
He came back looking disappointed but still gallant and 
when they got away Anita told Nancy that he had wanted 
to engage her then and there as one of his manne- 
quins. 

"In London I should not be tall and thin enough," 
said Nancy. 

" In Paris we admire women . . . not broomsticks," 
said Anita and hummed a verse of a song that had been 
popular some years ago. It began " Voila les Anglaises " 
and was not at all polite. 

Nancy was now dressed in the fine pale gray cloth that 
the man dressmaker with the judgment of genius had 
chosen for her. He had chosen her hat too and her shoes, 
her gloves and her sunshade. He had even given her a 
bunch of Parma violets after having tried a note of 
orange in her hat and her sunshade and taken it away 
again. The delicate glowing color in her cheeks, that 
the winds of Nandarras had left her with because she 
loved them, was color enough. Besides her manner was 
alert and her eyes happy with the adventures and the 
delights of the afternoon. Anita was very kind and 
apparently made of money. Why had she said yesterday 
that she was short of it? She stopped at a perfumer's 
and bought scents and soaps, bath salts and all sorts of 
powders and cosmetics whose use was unknown to 
Nancy : she stopped at Boissier's and bought fondants and 
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chocolates: she bought gloves for Nancy and herself: 
gloves by the dozen. And all the while the briUiance of 
the Paris boulevards, their wide pavements, the open air 
life in front of their many cafes, the newsmen with their 
raucous voices shouting La Patrie, La Patrie, the kiosks 
and the incredible tangle of the traffic in some places met 
Nancy with an 'allure that set her heart beating every 
time she came back to it from one of the quiet interiors 
where men and women whose names were legends sold 
her clothes. 

They had spent nearly three hours in this way when 
Anita looked at her watch, uttered an exclamation and 
gave her chauffeur an address to which he was to drive : 
but which Nancy did not hear. 

" I'm late for an appointment," she said and showed so 
much annoyance that Nancy felt uncomfortable: for it 
was mainly on her affairs that they had spent the after- 
noon. 

" Stop . . . stop," cried Anita to the chauffeur, her 
temper evidently rising. They were in the Champs 
Elysees now and on her left' Nancy saw a large pile of 
buildings and posters advertising the Salon des Beaux 
Arts: the spring exhibition of pictures she had heard 
of from the painters who came to Nandarras and which 
she ardently desired to see. 

" You can go in here for an hour," said Anita. " Til 
call for you ... no, I'll send the car . . . no, you 
can take a taxi home. I suppose you've no French 
money?'* 

" Yes : I have a little," said Nancy. " I changed some 
at Victoria." 

Anita hardly listened. She hustled the girl out of the 
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car, shouted Vite! Vite! to the chauffeur and was out of 
sight while Nancyi was looking for the entrance to the 
exhibition and finding her purse. The sense of exhilara- 
tion that Anita's explosion of temper had depressed for 
the moment took possession of her again as she passed 
the turnstile, bought a catalogue and, dressed from head 
to food in Parisian clothes, joined a Paris crowd looking 
at the most celebrated annual picture show in the world. 
This miracle had happened to her, Nancy Villiers who, 
a week ago, had sat in a six-pound cottage at Nandarras 
with the fisher folk for neighbors and friends. More- 
over, it had happened by favor of Anita to whom she 
could never be sufficiently grateful. That was an un- 
comfortable thought and for the moment she would not 
dwell on it. A glorious hour lay ahead of her and she 
would give herself up to it. She was being a good deal 
stared at but she supposed that was the French way. She 
wished she had been the only English person in the place 
because when you are in Rome you want to see Romans 
but on all sides she heard her mother tongue spoken, with 
a yankee twang and without it. Her countryfolk stared 
too, and she felt more angry with them than with the 
Frenchmen. She began to wonder whether her hat was 
crooked. However no one molested her and she walked 
slowly on keeping her eyes on the pictures and on her 
catalogue till she came to a small room crowded with 
people whose interest seemed to be centered on a single 
picture there : for everyone was trying to stand in front 
of it. She tried too and soon found herself wedged in 
amongst the sightseers moving slowly forward with them 
and at one moment jostled by some youths of the type she 
had seen in the Bois that morning: youths oddly attired 
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and unshaven. They were not designedly rude but they 
were excited about the picture and in a hurry to see it. 
" Pelagic," she heard them say, " Pelagic," and the name 
of the master who had painted it. There was a buzz of 
exclamation and comment that reached Nancy dis- 
jointedly as she tried to give way to the art students and 
in doing so involuntarily pushed against someone stand- 
ing behind her. She looked round to apologize and saw 
the man of the " Montcalm." 

" I'm sorry," she said icily and turned her head at once. 
He had lifted his hat and seemed inclined to speak but 
she would not give him the chance. Directly the crowd 
broke she would get away from him even if in doing so 
she missed the picture of the year. But it did not break. 
It pressed and pushed around her as Parisians can and a 
moment later, jammed in so that she could not escape she 
found herself in front of Pelagic: of Pelagic dancing 
with brazen abandon as she had danced the other night, 
but naked except for a long narrow veil, the texture of a 
spider web and the color of a moonbeam that she held in 
her hands. 

Nancy had not lived much amongst painters and she 
knew nothing of painting. Insomuch as her nature was 
pagan it was pagan as a child's nature may be ; keen to 
enjoy the finding joy in little things. She was ignorant 
of evil because since childhood she had lived cloistered 
with her mother at home and thrown only with men and 
women of the better sort abroad. Some of the fisher folk 
had coarse Elizabethan tongues at times but none of them 
were like this portrait, a masterpiece for hell. Nancy 
moved on as soon as she could and went through the 
room into the next one. She felt more lonely than she 
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had ever felt before ; lonely in a world she did not under- 
stand but which encompassed her. 

"Well! What did you think of it?" said Michael 
Winter's voice at her elbow. He had followed her and 
found her standing in front of a small landscape that 
reminded her of Cornwall but which had been painted in 
Brittany,* a landscape of gorse and heather, of rocks 
and sea. 

" This," said Nancy, " is like Nandarras where I have 
been living for four years." 

"I was talking of the portrait of Pelagic," he said 
with a persistence that was bom of his surprise. " You 
met her at your aunt's house the other night and saw her 
dance. Isn't the portrait fine? " 

*' I daresay," said Nancy moving on. " I know noth- 
ing of painting." She spoke with chilly self-possession, 
and had no glance for Michael who had kept at her side. 
The pride of Lucifer was in her air and in the quiet 
disdain of her profile. He didn't like it. 

" l^our aunt . . ."he began again. 

" Mrs. Lawson is not my aunt" 

"How's that?" 

" She married my uncle. I never saw her till yes- 
terday morning." 

"Is that so?" 

" She seems extraordinarily kind and generous," added 
Nancy, speaking rather fast because she felt entangled by. 
difficult and contradictory claims. " I've been out with 
her all the afternoon and she has given me clothes and 
things. You see there were no shops in Nandarras . , . 
nothing but sea and sand and rocks and fisher-folk. Be- 
sides, I had no money." 
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She was walking straight on now without looking at 
the pictures : the man of the " Montcalm " beside her. 
She wished he would go : she wished he would stay. She 
hardly knew what she wished but she knew for the first 
time in her life what people meant when they said they 
trod on air. It was like walking in a dream. 

" Have you had tea? " said the man abruptly., 

" No," said Nancy and was going to say she wanted 
Hone when she realized that she wanted it badly. " I 
think ril get a taxi and go back now," she said. 

" Come to Colombin's and have tea there." 

"What isColombin's?" 

" A teashop." 

Nancy hesitated. 

" Why not? " said the man. 

Nancy could not tell him why not. She could not tell 
him that years and years ago in Liverpool, when she had 
been a flapper, still at school, her mother had objected to 
a family of girls living opposite with whom Nancy had 
wished to make friends. " Certainly not," Mrs. Villiers 
had said with unusual spirit and determination and 
Nancy knew why. They met boys of their own age in 
teashops and allowed the boys to pay for them: they 
gave hints about chocolates. People did not do such 
things, Mrs. Villiers explained : at least, not people with 
whom Nancy could make friends. Nevertheless, this 
afternoon in Paris, with a sense of high adventure alight 
in her eyes she said : 

" Very well. FU come." 

Because it was the man from the " Montcalm." There 
are occasions in life when you must contravene your own 
ordinary laws of conduct for the sake of getting what 
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you want : and Nancy's instinct told her that this was 
one of them. She did want the man of the " Mont- 
calm " to remember her and she swore to herself that he 
should before they parted again. 

" We don't know each other's names," she said when 
they were seated at a little marble-topped table waiting 
for tea to be brought to them. She felt delighted to be 
there with him. He had changed in five years but she 
thought he had changed for the better. He had aged 
and hardened but he had developed too : and his unusual 
height, his good looks and his air of breeding remained. 
She saw other women glance his way. 

" My name is Michael Winter," he said. 

*' Michael Winter," she repeated after him. " I wish 
I'd known. For five years I've not known what to call 
you." 

It seemed to Nancy that the man turned to stone and 
that the core of him was displeased. She wished she had 
waited to speak. 

" What do you mean ? " he said. 

" Five years ago when I was seventeen I saw you on 
the " Montcalm " and said** Good-by ' to you. You don't 
remember?" 

" I do," said Michael. " I remember very well. You 
ran up to me." 

" You looked so lonely." 

" I was lonely." 

" I've often wondered how you got on? " 

" Here is our tea," said Michael and turned to speak 
to the waitress. He had frozen again and that vexed 
Nancy : but she did not know how to thaw him. He was 
in an unapproachable mood. 
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Michael came out of the depths with an effort, re* 
membered Nancy was his guest and began to talk to her 
of Paris, Nandarras, of anything except the " Mont* 
calm." She followed his lead partly out of politeness and 
partly because she felt compelled to do so. The weight 
of his nature was greater than hers. She had known that 
for five years and she knew it now with the recognition, 
that startles a girl of her kind by the ferment it sets up 
within her. If he took her by the hand she would follow 
where he chose to lead. Yet she had not known him 
twenty-four hours and for scarcely one had she made 
friends with him. But she had felt just the same when 
Michael was the man of the " Montcalm " and she had 
been a girl of seventeen. 

"When did you say you came to Paris?" asked 
Michael. 

"I arrived yesterday morning,'* said Nancy. 

" Had you been living alone ? *' 

" No. My mother only died in February." 

** What made you come to Paris? " 

" My uncle and his wife asked me. I had no- 
where else to go. I must earn my living and I thought 
it would be more amusing to do it in Paris than at 
home." 

Nancy was beginning to feel ruffled. She was begin- 
.ning to think that Michael had a temper and that it was 
easily stirred. He looked angry now. At least there wa& 
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a fighting light in his eyes and she did not know what 
she had said to call it there. 

" Have you no one to look after you? " he asked. 

" I am accustomed to look after ftiyself," said Nancy. 
" I am going on for twenty-two." 

They were not getting on well together. He attracted 
her but he stirred her antagonism, too. She felt sure that 
he was pursuing some idea he did not express and which 
placed her in an unfavorable light. His manner was 
almost unfriendly. At least it was as hard as his profile 
that she could study while he faced the room and the 
people in it. There was not an empty table now and 
more thirsty guests were arriving every moment 
Michael summoned the waitress, paid his bill and got up. 

" Our places are wanted," he said. 

Nancy was ready to go. Did he imagine that she 
wished to linger? It struck her that here was a man 
who possibly knew all about men but certainly knew 
nothing about women. Hence his absurd presumption 
that a person of her years and gravity needed anyone to 
look after her. He had probably lived in out-of-the-way 
places and had the prejudices of an older generation. He 
probably did not know that the modem woman aims at 
being as active and independent as a man. Nancy 
thought she would like to show him that she could take 
care of herself and that although she had lived at Nan- 
darras she knew how to meet the exigencies of a different 
world. She drew herself up as he came towards her 
again and in a tone of urbane dismissal told him that she 
was going home by train. He looked at her. 

"What do you know about the Paris trains?" he 
asked. 
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' I know we are close to the Eiffel Tower station. My 
unde told me so this morning. I like finding my way 
in a new place, don't you? " 

They were close to the door now but waited a moment 
to let four people just entering pass in. Nancy looking 
up at Michael saw them too and recognized Herr Axen- 
stein and Sir Henry Udall, the slack-mouthed boy she 
had escaped from the night before. They were accom- 
panied by two elderly ladies and their own demeanor 
seemed to have keyed itself up to suit their companions. 
The boy was sober and attentive; Herr Axenstein was 
smiling and courtier-like: a different man altogether 
from the leering, whispering creature who had invited 
Nancy to dine with him. They appeared so harmless to- 
day that she bowed to them amicably, half^xpecting 
them to stop and speak. She rather liked the look of the 
women with them. 

The two men passed on, their eyes stony and unseeing. 
They didn't answer Nancy's greeting by the smallest 
sign. They refused all recognition of her. It was like 
the sting of a whip. She felt sick with the shame and 
surprise of it : she was puzzled : she wondered whether 
Michael had seen and understood : but she would not ask 
him. He had just called a taxi and now waited for her 
to get into it. She hesitated and then did as she was 
told. Her mind was in too much of a whirl for argu- 
ment and the man of the " Montcalm " took acquiescence 
for granted. He looked at you, thought Nancy, he just 
moved his hand and you obeyed him. He got in too and 
you found that his gloom and hardness had gone from 
him. He was courteous and amusing, talking chiefly of 
Paris and trying to find out what you wanted to see. 
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"I am coming in again tq-night," he said as they 
parted. 

What an afternoon it had been! Kaleidoscopic and 
eventful. When Nancy got back to her room she found 
that some of the things Anita had bought for her had 
arrived and as she put them away her thoughts were 
vagabond, drifting in this direction and that, seeing in a 
confused procession the man dressmaker and his manne- 
quins, the crowds at the Salon, the sculpture in the great 
courtyard, cartoons in pastel, landscapes, portraits, nudes, 
Parisian women talking with eloquent, butterfly hands, 
Americans, the abominable portrait of Pelagic, the crowd 
round it, Michael . . . Michael in the teashop . . . 
suddenly forbidding and displeased when she mentioned 
the man of the " Montcalm "... the scorching mo- 
ment of her encounter in the doorway of the teashop 
. . , the pleasant after-taste of the drive home . . . 
and this evening she would see him again . . . but 
would he have eyes for her if Pelagic appeared? She 
wished she had something of her own to wear and need 
not put on Anita's frock again. She felt like the old 
woman of the nursery rhyme in it " This is none 
of I." 

An hour later when she went in to dinner Anita stared 
at her. 

" Yoiu* confirmation frock, I suppose? " she said with 
a visible sneer: but she said nothing more. She was 
astute enough to gauge the effect which the frock, with 
Nancy in it would have, for instance, on Pacheco pres- 
ently. It was a white one that Nancy had made herself 
last year and she had not attempted to fiddle with it, to- 
night, But wore it as she had worn it one summer evening 
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when Mr. Pechey had proposed to her on Nandarras 
sands. Compared with those that had been bought for 
her to-day it was Quakerish, but it had its own value as 
Anita saw. The red frock had added to Nancy's years : 
this one took from them. She looked seventeen in it. 

" How long did you stay in the Salon? " asked Anita 
when they were seated at table. 

" Not very long," said Nancy. " I met Mr. Winter 
and we went to tea at Colombin's." 

It was a little difficult to say because she foresaw that 
Anita would not accept the information simply but would 
put a construction of her own upon it. 

"Mr. Winter!" she cried. "That big, quiet man 
Pelagie carried off last night ! I know nothing about him 
yet. He may not be worth your while. I must find out. 
S'il est au pognon . • . " 

Nancy was not surprised to hear Anita say things that 
were in atrocious taste. In spite of her stunptuous 
clothes and the languid grace of her movements there 
was a coarseness about her as intangible and yet as ob- 
vious as the smell of stale tobacco. Women of that kind 
were likely to be matchmakers in their clumsy way. The 
girl turned to her uncle and tried to tell him a little 
about the events of the afternoon : but the old man could 
not be roused to any interest even when Nancy tried to 
thank him for )ier new clothes. 

" He leaves such things to me," said Anita and as soon 
as they had finished eating packed him off to bed. She 
spoke to him in Spanish, but the tones of her voice told 
Nancy enough to make her feel sorry for him. She went 
up to him to say good night and asked him if he would 
be ready for a walk again next morning. 
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" Go to your own room," he said, looking at her in a 
dazed anxious way, " Go to your own room and lock 
your door. Why are you here? I thought you had mar- 
ried Villiers and that he would not let you come near us." 

" The old fool takes you for your mother," said Anita. 
" In the morning ca va encore, but by night he is ga-ga. 
I cannot have him about" 

She was arranging the big salon with Franz as she 
had arranged it last night: and Nancy saw that this 
evening the doors were opened into a small one that 
had an old-fashioned sofa in it covered with a deep 
yellow brocade. There was a Persian carpet on the floor 
and a large photograph of a celebrated couchant Venus 
above the sofa. Otherwise there was no furniture in the 
room. The lights were so much shaded that though they 
were switched on the general effect was quiet and in- 
viting. 

** I shall sit in here and read," said Nancy. 

"I wish you to," said Anita: and she half-closed the 
door as she went back into the big room. But Nancy had 
nothing to read with her and she fetched nothing. There 
was no printed page that could have held her just then. 
She wanted to think : or, rather, to remember. She lis- 
tened too: listened eagerly for sounds of arrival. He 
had said he would come. 

But when at last the door opened it was that oiled and 
curled Assyrian bull Pacheco who sidled towards her 
with the perfumes of Araby in his wake. She rose to her 
feet. He implored her gallantly not to disturb herself 
on his account: he intimated that he wished her to sit 
down again: he stood in front of the door so that she 
could not pass him. He ogled her and his glance was an 
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outrage. She answered him curtly and with averted 
eyes : but her anger grew within her. What had become 
of her skill in deaUng with amorous men and in dismiss- 
ing them? She was not a girl who had lived to be 
twenty-two with a foot in the street of adventure. She 
would pull herself together and get rid of this man then 
and there. He had just offered to fetch her in his car 
to-morrow and take her to St. Germain for lunch. To- 
morrow would be Sunday. Would she be ready by 
eleven ? 

" I'm afraid not/' said Nancy. 

"A little later then?" 

" No," said Nancy. " Not at all." 

" You are very cruel. Do you know Who I am ? Has 
Anita not explained matters to you? Let me tell you 
that I'm one of the richest men in Paris. Compared with 
me Axenstein is poor." 

" I really cannot see what that has to do wit'i me," 
said Nancy. Her voice was glacial and as she spoke she 
manoeuvered deftly so as to be nearer than he to the 
half-open door. He had come away from it by this time 
and stood close to her. 

" Nothing to do with you ! " he echoed. " What is 
there that a woman wants that money cannot give her? " 

The look in Nancy's eyes, the little smile with which 
she turned from him were things he could not under- 
stand. He did not know that his coarse presence and 
undesired wooing had called up, by way of antithesis, 
pictures he could not see : pictures of foaming seas break- 
ing with thunder on the sands of Nandarras, pictures of 
moors aflame with gorse and heather^ pictures of the 
flight of birds across a winter sky, of ships and sea. 
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These were the things she wanted, now that she had left 
them behind. 

"Why are you smiling?" he asked suspiciously, 
" But your smile is seductive . . . it is troublante . . . 
a man would do much to call it to your lips and to 
your beautiful eyes. If you would show me a little 
favor ..." 

She supposed it was the foreign way and she did not 
like it : did not like the man's persistence or the sight of 
his corpulent unpleasing body edging nearer to her as he 
pleaded his cause. Luckily she was quick on her feet and 
seizing her chance she got her hand on the open door, 
threw it back and went as composedly as she could into 
the adjoining room. 

Michael Winter, who had just arrived, stood at the 
further end of the room and watched her progress. A 
good many people had arrived by this time and some of 
them had begun to play. Anita moved here and there, 
looking like a ripe pomegranate in red and gold. Her 
heavy-lidded inexpressive eyes saw everything that hap- 
pened ; her artificial smile welcomed new clients and old 
ones : her hands were loaded with rings. She wore her 
hair low down over her ears to-night and a fillet set 
with rubies and diamonds across her temples. Evil and 
splendid she looked ; a Messalina trying to fly from time. 
Michael saw an angry gleam in her face when Nancy 
appeared from the inner room followed by Pacheco, 
visibly out of humor. Nancy carried her head high and 
her color had risen, yet she looked at Michael as if she 
felt beset and estranged. She walked slowly forward, 
glancing neither to right nor left, quiet, perhaps a little 
afraid but determined not to show fear. Michael saw 
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Herr Axenstein and the slack-mouthed youth who had 
been at Colombin's go forward simultaneously to accost 
her. One man was jocular, the other friendly and 
familiar. She seemed not to see them. Without effort, 
with dignity she informed them that as far as she was 
concerned they had ceased to exist. They retreated sur- 
prised but bafHed. Michael saw the momentary en- 
counter with amusement and saw too that Anita was 
watching angrily. He stepped forward and spoke to the 
girl. They walked the length of the room together side 
by side and arrived at the doorway from which he had 
just seen her emerge. On its threshold she hesitated but 
at a sign from him she went in and he followed her. 
They sat down together on the sofa and it was she, not 
he, who called the tune. If she felt ruffled she wished 
him not to see it : if she had been vexed and hurt he was 
not to know. Her bearing was both friendly and aloof : 
the bearing of a girl who against her will has had a 
glimpse of the minotaur and wants to bury an experi- 
ence at which she is still shuddering. Michael followed 
her lead and talked of Canada. She asked him if a girl 
without any particular training would find it easy to 
make a living there. 

" Is isn't easy anywhere," he told her. " But why are 
you asking about Canada when youVe only just come 
here? You haven't given Paris a fair trial yet. Are 
you so changeable?*' 

*' I feel more at home with English people than with 
foreigners," said Nancy. 

" You have hardly had two days' experience of for- 
eigners." 

" I seem to have learned a good deal about som-* 
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kinds. No doubt there are varieties." She held up her 
hand to insure silence before he could answer her and 
they both listened to a cockatoo voice they recognized in 
the adjoining room. 

" Pelagie ! " said Nancy and got up. He sat still. 

"How restless you are," he said. "What's the 
matter?" 

She had the most delicate way of expressing disdairt 
without words: disdain and that same pride of Lucifer 
he had seen in her that afternoon. She did not l\ke 
Pelagic. That was plain. She thought he did. That 
was plain, too. She would not keep him, since such was 
his taste by a look or a word. 

" Stay here," he said. " There is no one in that room 
you want to see." 

She sat down again : and out of the corners of her eyes 
she looked at him. When her eyes and smile had mis- 
chief in them they were irresistible. He had found out 
that about her : but unless she liked you she did not look 
at you out of the corners of her eyes. Her face just now 
when she met the two men in the other room had been 
stony. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

Nancy was trying to describe Nandarras to Michad 
Winter. She told him about the tempestuous seas in 
winter and the heavenly blue ones in summer : she made 
pictures for him as well as she could of the village and 
the villagers: she led him along the cliffs to westwards 
where the great granite rocks menace men gone down to 
the sea in ships and where the lighthouse that is their 
safeguard fires its guns by day and by night in foggy 
weather. She prattled and was suddenly conscious of it. 
His eyes were fixed on her attentively but she doubted if 
he had heard what she said. 

They were in the woods of St. Germain together and 
she had come there with him in his car. It was nearly 
a week now since they had met in the Salon and every 
day since then they had seen each other: sometimes by 
appointment, and at any rate every evening in her uncle's 
house. He was not exactly welcomed by Anita but he 
was accepted. He had money, she explained to Nancy 
and could afford to pay for his pleasures. She had found 
out that much about him. But she wished he would 
leave Nancy alone. 

'* I have other ideas for you," she said to the girl, " I 
give you a week to amuse yourself. A little experience 
will do you no harm. After that you must either show 
yourself more amicable to my friends or I wash my hands 
of you. I am not a philanthropist. I am a business 
woman. How do you suppose I pay my way? " 
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" i suppose Uncle William pays it," Nancy had said 
with some indignation in her voice; for the contrast be- 
tween Anita's sumptuous personal environment and her 
husband's neglected one could not be hidden from an in- 
mate of the household. But Anita had only laughed 
derisively and repeated what Nancy had said to Herr 
Axenstein that evening in her hearing. Michael had 
heard too and had looked at her as he was looking at 
her now, with a scrutiny that vexed her. 

" Why do you look at me as if I were a puzzle? " she 
said to him to-day. " I assure you I'm just what I appear 
to be. I haven't a secret in the world. Have you ? " 

They were walking slowly along a woodland path that 
was about two miles from the hotel where Michael had 
ordered dejeuner and had left his car. He had proposed 
the expedition the night before when Nancy had told him 
how dull and lonely she had been last Sunday and how 
Pacheco had invited her to go to St. Germain with him 
and had been refused. 

" Will you come with me to-morrow ? " Michael had 
said and had laughed at Nancy's little joy dance which 
she executed there and then beside him in the Luxem- 
bourg Gardens. He had fetched her next morning at nine 
o'clock and had complimented her on her punctuality : but 
he said nothing about her radiant eyes and the lovely 
color in her face that came and went at his word. 

" That's a new hat," he had observed and watched her 
blush like a sea-shell : he did not know why. But he held 
no mirror to his eyes, while Nancy averted her own be- 
cause she was beginning to see his heart in them. 

" It is an old one," she had answered. " I've put on 
none of my Paris finery to-day." 
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They had not talked much on the road : but they had 
both enjoyed the ride: she because she was riding in 
France — in France ... 

" I can't believe I'm here," she cried. " It's too good 
to be true. I'm happy. Look how different it all is from 
England ... the color . . . that winding river with 
the poplars ... the streets in the little towns . . . 
the blue smocks . . . the children . . . it's France 
. . . and ten days ago I was in England at my wits' 
end what to do." 

"Are you sure you know now what you are going 
to do?" 

His tone pulled her up short for a moment : but only 
for a moment. 

" I'm going to enjoy to-day," she said. " I'm going to 
take life as it comes. That's wisdom." 

Michael had laughed a little at her and relapsed into 
silence. She herself was so glad to be with him and 
away from Anita that she could not or would not look 
beyond the present hour. She did not care whether he 
talked or was taciturn, laughed or frowned : as long as 
he did not frown at her. He had been near it and her 
heart had leaped: an odd new sensation. The memory 
of it haunted her. Men had frowned at her before now 
but not one of them had made her heart leap. It was 
rather frightening. But then so was Michael. He was 
not as transparent as her other wooers had been : he was 
harder, older. Probably he was not going to woo her 
at all but was just enjoying the present hour as she had 
said she would herself. If so, how gray the future 
looked ! but she would not look at the future. Like Pippa 
she had her day and was only beginning it. 
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As they walked further into the wood together she 
almost forgot Michael in the joy of finding flowers there 
that she had never found growing wild before. Solo- 
mon's Seal ! Lilies-of-the-valley ! Her eyes danced with 
the bliss of it and were not for him. When he spoke she 
hardly heard what he said. He watched her and won- 
dered. 

"Were there no woods then where you lived?" he 
asked her. 

She shook her head but had no time to speak. He 
saw her quick light figure vanish amongst the trees and 
went after it. She had found more lilies-of-the-valley 
and more Solomon's Seal. 

" You mustn't run off like that," he said. " You'll lose 
your way." 

" Did you know what a paradise this was when you 
said we would come ? " she asked taking no notice of his 
admonition. 

" I knew there were woods." 

" Have you been here before?" 

"Yes." 

She wondered when. She wondered who and what his 
friends were in Paris and whether he had come accom- 
panied or alone. She would have liked to ask him but 
dared not. She felt jealousy but could not show it. It 
was a hateful feeling, undignified and depressing. She 
would put it from her. After to-day she would 
not see him again if she could help it. She was 
in danger of being in love with him and she had 
never been so miserable in her life. She must stop it 
before it got too strong for her. She could if she 
chose. 
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" I shall come here again/' she said turning to him. 
" I like trees and flowers." 

"When will you come again?" he asked quickly: for 
he had been thinking too. He had been here last week 
with Pelagic and she had walked a little way in the woods 
but had soon said she was tired. They had lunched to- 
gether at the hotel and she had drunk more champagne 
than was seemly — her tongue when it was unloosed 
would have made a trooper blush. She had told him 
stories . . . she was Pelagic . . . and this 
gifl looking at him now out of the corners of her 
eyes . . . she was a daughter of Eve, too. . . . 
What did she mean by telling him she would come here 
again? 

" Do you mean that you will come again with me," he 
asked politely, frigidly eager. 

" Not necessarily," said Nancy. " But I am very much 
obliged to you for bringing me to-day. What time shall 
we get back?" 

" Are you in any hurry? " 

" My uncle will be looking out for me." 

*' Are you much with him? " 

" Yes, I am," said Nancy. " I'm used to old people," 
and she began telling Michael about Mrs. Pengwynver 
and her daughters and about some of the other fisher- 
folk at Nandarras. 

" But was there no one else there ? " asked Michael. 

" Yes. There were a few people always and in sum- 
mer a good many." 

" People you got to know? " 

" Yes. We usually got to know them." 

" People of all ages : men and women? " 
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"And children," completed Nancy. "Dozens and 
dozens of children." 

"I'm not interested in the children," said Michael. 
" Tell me about the men. Were any of them young? " 

" Most of them were." 

" Did they make love to you? " 

Nancy resented both the question and the tone of it : 
so she said nothing but with a heightened color walked 
ahead. Michael followed her and without thinking much 
of what he was doing put his hand on her shoulder to 
stop her. But she slewed suddenly away and with indig- 
nant eyes and scarlet cheeks confronted him. 

" Did they make love to you ? " he said again. 

She wished she had never come with him. He was 
no better than the rest. He was insufferable. The 
manner in which she turned from him said so plainly. 

" But I'm serious," he said. " I'm interested . . . X*m 
puzzled. I want to know more about you." 

" Why are you puzzled ? " 

" I'll tell you some time but not if you don't trust me.** 

" I do trust you. I've proved that by coming here with 
you to-day. I've been refusing invitations all the week. 
Paris is a complete surprise to me in that way. I thought 
French girls hardly crossed a street by themselves. But 
all these men who come to see Anita buzz round and ask 
one to dine and go to theaters. I could be here and there 
and everywhere if I chose." 

" Have, you accepted any of their invitations? " 

" No. I don't like them well enough. But Anita is 
getting stuffy about it : and so are the men." 

" Promise me that you will not go out with any of 
them." 
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The spirit of perversity caused Nancy to hesitate. 

"Promise/' said Michael again. 

She looked at him out of the corners of her eyes and 
laughed at him. How serious he was ! After all she had 
come here with him to-day and she supposed he saw no 
harm in that. But she did not like to point this out to 
him. So she changed the subject. 

" Do you live in Paris? " she asked. 

Michael answered shortly that at present he did. They 
walked on in silence, he feeling annoyed and she amused. 
They were on their way to the hotel now but were still 
in a quiet part of the woods with no one near them. 

" Have you lived long in Paris ? " asked Nancy. 

" About three months." 

"Where were you before that?*' 

" I've been all over the place ... in the Argentine, 
in the States, in " 

"Just traveling for pleasure? Don't you ever do any 
work?" 

" Sometimes," said Michael. Decidedly he was a man 
with a temper and Nancy had roused it. She began to 
think that she had better appease it again. He evidently 
meant well by her and she did not wish to spoil his 
day. 

" Do you really want to know about Nandarras? " she 
asked, keeping pace with him easily, but taking two steps 
to his one, so that she seemed to be running beside him. 

" I'm going too fast for you," he apologized. " I 
wasn't noticing. Yes, tell me about Nandarras. Sit 
down here. Do you mind if I smoke? " 

" Not at all," said Nancy, " I'll smoke myself," and 
she pulled a cigarette case out of her pocket. 

Digitized by L3OOQ IC 



288 THE BLACK KNIGHT 

"Do you object to women smoking?" she inquired 
accepting a lighted match from him. 

" I believe I do, rather," said Michael, thinking that 
Nancy was like Perdita. Whatever she did became her. 

" I thought you would." 

"Why?" 

" Never mind," said Nancy beginning to count on her 
fingers and so much occupied with her effort of memory 
that she did not look at her companion. They had both 
sat down and were leaning against the trunk of a huge 
beech tree that shaded them pleasantly. Nancy's flowers 
were in her lap, her face was a little flushed with the heat 
of the day and with walking: she smoked and talked at 
the same time. 

" Four years ago ... I was eighteen then . . . 
one curate and a schoolmaster ... I nearly married 
the schoolmaster but he tried to teach me Latin and we 
quarreled over it . . . false quantities upset him . . . 
three years ago another curate ... a bank manager 
. . . two under-graduates . . . they weren't very 
serious but the bank riianager was ... he got angry 
and called me a coquette. . . . Poor dear . . . he's 
married now and quite happy . . . two years ago a 
stockbroker and a few silly boys ... I nearly married 
the stockbroker ... he was a comfortable good- 
tempered soul ... I like good-tempered men . .. . 
don't you? . . . He taught me to smoke and gave me 
this cigarette box on my birthday. ..." 

"Why didn't you marry him?" interposed Michael 
who was frowning. 

" I don't know. I didn't want to," proceeded Nancy. 
" Somehow one doesn't when it comes to the point I 
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often think I will and then I change my mind at the 
last minute. Has that ever happened to you? " 

" No." 

" It may any day. It's very inconvenient People get 
annoyed." 

" I can imagine that," said Michael. 

"I don't think they should. You've probably been 
rather nice to them. I know I was to Mr. Pechey last 
year. I put up with his sister to please him and she was 
as heavy as a dough cake that hasn't risen. She thanked 
me when I refused her brother and said I should never 
have satisfied the serious side of his nature. I believe 
she was right. He was the most serious person I ever 
met . . . except perhaps you ... he hadn't a laugh 
in him anywhere. He was the antithesis of little Mr. 
Strangeways who was always as gay as a lark. Now 
tell me your history. I've told you mine. If you've 
been all over the world you ought to have had adven- 
tures. I've had none because when you are a girl and 
live with your mother in a country cottage nothing hap- 
pens . . . except young men who want to marry you. 
I daresay you've had moving incidents by flood and 
field?" 

"If I had would you pity them?" said Michael 
quickly. 

She did not know. She would not say. She looked 
at her watch, reminded him of the time and gathered up 
her flowers. 

" We've had a long, lovely day," she told him as they 
drove back together late that afternoon. " I'm afraid 
you haven't enjoyed it as much as I have. You're not 
easy to please, are you? " 
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" You are not/' countered Michael. " If you were, by 
your own showing, you would have been married long 
ago. 

" Vm glad Fm not," said Nancy, " I don't want life to 
turn dull yet." 

" Dull? Does a girl think of marriage as dull nowa- 
days?" 

" You do get angry easily," said Nancy. " Weren't 
you taught to keep your temper when you were young? '* 
I'm not out of temper." 

I'm glad of that. I'm sure I should be afraid of you 
if you were." 

Michael swore softly to himself: and watched for the 
glance of her eyes that salted her words sometimes : but 
her profile remained demure and inexpressive. 



"I'r 
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CHAPTER IX 

Anita^s big salon was more crowded than Michael had 
seen it yet when he arrived there rather later than usual 
that Sunday evening. Pelagie in a skin-tight gold and 
green brocade that shimmered as she moved, sat at the 
roulette table and addressing him as her rabbit screamed 
to him to come and join in the game. Two other women 
were present to-night, both as brazen-eyed as Pelagie, 
both handsome and both making up for their scanty drap- 
ery by a generous display of jewels. One was sitting on 
Jlerr Axenstein's knee and, with little shrieks of laugh- 
ter, was carrying on a lively badinage with him. The 
other sat apart with Sir Henry Udall, who was^ far from 
sober and seemed to be receiving confidences which, as 
his companion talked rapidly in French, he could not 
follow. At any rate his weak face remained dully ir- 
responsive while the lady worked herself up to a climax 
that left her with her head on his shoulder and her arm 
round his neck. At the further end of the room Michael 
saw Nancy and Anita both talking to the Assyrian bull 
and this angered him unreasonably: partly, no doubt, 
because Nancy wore one of her new frocks and looked so 
charming in it that he wanted to talk to her himself. 
The long day in the air had left its glow : her eyes were 
bright : her figure alert : the damask of her cheek matched 
by the delicate yet vivid rose of the silk she wore. Soon 
Anita moved away and left her with Pacheco. He talked 
tp the girl : he became eloquent : he used his hands as he 
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talked : his curled head bent towards her : his eyes rolled 
hungrily. Why didn't she walk away? Why did she 
stay there and allow that fellow to besiege her? She 
had seen Michael come in. Her glance had gone straight 
to him anfl if Pelagic had not called he would have 
crossed the room. But it was only civil to answer 
Pelagic; and then after watching Nancy for a moment 
he stayed and took a hand in the game. Nancy did not 
need him. First Pacheco and then half s^ dozen other 
men all buzzing round her like flies round honey. 
Michael supposed she enjoyed it She was a girl used 
to the attention of men. She had confessed that to him 
to-day. He was sick of Paris. He had a mind to see 
Switzerland again: and in the autumn he would go to 
India. 

Nancy was trying to stiffen herself, too : not very suc- 
cessfully. She was used to prescribe for heartache but 
not to suffer from it. She was amazed by her own sen- 
sations: she was absorbed in them and angry with her- 
self. What was happening to her against her reason and 
her will ? Till Michael came into the room she had been 
happy even amongst Anita's guests, because in the locked 
chamber of her mind she dwelt apart with him, remem- 
bering this and that, seeing him aloof, attracted, friendly, 
a little angry: but always after their meeting in the 
Salon, interested in her. Between the moment of their 
parting this afternoon and his reappearance she had 
waited eagerly for him: she had been impatient to see 
him again, more impatient than she had ever been before. 
Other people were so much sawdust. It was an effort to 
answer them politely. 

Then he had come into the room and life blazed again. 
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Yet she could not run, like the man in the sonnet and 
gather him to her heart. It was allowed to men to run. 
Girls had to sit still and pretend not to care: that is if 
they had any self-respect. Of course, if they were 
women like these women in this hateful room! women 
like Pelagic! What were they? Where did they come 
from? What were men made of to seem so pleased with 
them? Their effect on Nancy was freezing. They killed 
the springs of coquetry within her. She could not and 
would not compete with them. Nevertheless several of 
the men who were not playing hovered near her and in 
spite of her glacial silences paid her their court. It was 
with a little crowd of them attending her that she moved 
into the dining-room when everyone else went there : and 
it was not till Michael had served Pelagic, and filled his 
own glass that he slowly threaded his way through the 
throng and at last came near enough to Nancy to speak 
to her. At first he did not speak : nor had she any look 
of welcome for him: yet she felt so conscious of his 
presence that the words died on her lips and the color 
from her face. So she waited and he watched until the 
other men near her gradually fell away in search of 
livelier companions : for several other women, apparently 
known to them, had just arrived and were joining in the 
buzz of talk and laughter that filled the room. 

Nancy hardly knew how Michael managed it or what 
he said but before long she found herself walking beside 
him through the deserted salon and into the small inner 
room that was thrown open again to-night and was now 
empty. They sat down together on the sofa and Nancy 
sighing, said she wished she had a cigarette. It was as 
easy to say that as anything else and she had to say some- 
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thing. The silence between them was becoming over- 
charged and unbearable. She took a cigarette from him, 
let him give her a light and began to smoke. 

" Have you had a pleasant evening? " he began. 

** Very pleasant," said Nancy. " Is it usual in Paris to 
have a party every night and does it go on all the year 
round?" 

" I believe this house shuts for the simimer months,*' 
said Michael. " Mme. Anita goes to some fashionable 
plage!'' 

"I wonder if she will take me? I should think a 
French seaside place would be amusing . . . more 
amusing than Nandarras." 

" No doubt," said Michael. His tone was chilly and 
his profile was forbidding : for her tone angered him to- 
night. He did not understand that it was as much a feint 
as the cry and flutter of a bird leading the enemy from 
the nest where there are young. He was not to guess at 
the trouble in her heart since he was coldly master of 
his own. 

" On Tuesday I am going out to dinner," Nancy went 
on blandly, " I am looking forward to that. I don't like 
M. Pacheco much but I do want to see a French ..." 

" What do you mean? " interrupted Michael. 

" M. Pacheco has asked Anita and me to dine with 
him at Le Oiat Mort. What's the matter? Anita is 
going, too." 

" You are not to go," said Michael brusquely. " Damn 
Anita!" 

Nancy turned rather red, stared at him and got up. 

"They are beginning to play again," she said. "I 
want to watch them." 
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" Do you hear what I say? " persisted Michael. " You 
are not to go to Le Chat Mort with Pacheco. It's no 
place for a girl of your age with anyone." 

"Oh! That will be all right," said Nancy. "We are 
going to have a private room. He said so. I'm sorry. . 
It would be more amusing in a public one. Still, I sup- 
pose we shall see something of what goes on there. I 
hope so. I believe in looking at life from all sides, don't 
you?" 

" No : I don't," growled Michael. " Not for you." 

"You remind me of the bank manager," said Nancy 
with infuriating suaveness. " He believed in the ethereal 
goodness of women and thought they ought to live on 
pedestals with adoring men at their feet. Wouldn't it 
be tedious? Besides, the sooner I get into the rough and 
tumble of the world the sooner I shall find out how to 
earn my daily bread. I can't live on my uncle much 
longer. I can see that Anita only half likes it." 

As she chattered she walked out of the room where 
they had been by themselves into the one where Anita's 
guests had reassembled. Michael, his temper spoiled for 
the evening and damning all women in his heart, watched 
the girl for a minute or two and saw her go up to the 
roulette table with a young Frenchman evidently eager 
to instruct her in the game. She had neither eyes nor 
ears for anyone else. She was interested. She was 
laughing. Michael had had enough of it and without 
saying good night to anyone he left the house. 

As he disappeared Nancy made some excuse to the 
young Frenchman whose admiration had become pro- 
nounced and slipped from the room before he could 
remonstrate. She fled to her own and sat there in the 
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darkness until all sound in the house died down and she 
could feel sure that the last reveller had taken leave. 
Then she went to bed and slept the sleep of youth : but 
waked to a day of memory and longing as new to her 
as pain. She would see him again to-night. She counted 
on that. Perhaps he would come by day. Or he might 
'phone or telegraph or write. She waited indoors, even 
denying her uncle her companionship on his daily walk : 
and making some excuse to Anita in the afternoon. 
When evening came she was angry because he had made 
no sign : but when the interminable evening hour passed 
without him her anger flickered away like a little flame 
in a wind. He must be either angry or indifferent or 
he would have come : and she hoped he was angry. She 
thought she could bear anything at his hands except in- 
difference. She wished she had never come to Paris and 
met him again. The shadow man of the " Montcalm '* 
had remained placidly in her memory, a school-girl's 
Prince Charming. The real man was anything you please 
except placid. He drew you to him as the piper in the 
legend drew the children ! and then he walked away, out 
of your reach, out of your ken. If this was love, Nancy 
could live without it. She felt haunted and oppressed. 

" Put on your pink frock," said Anita when it was 
time to dress for dinner on Tuesday. " Wear a crimson 
rose close to your ear as you did the other night. It was 
chic. You are a bom coquette, my little cabbage. The 
men are all crazy for you. What you want is a little 
experience ..." 

" I suppose I must go to-night? " said Nancy. 

" Naturally you must go. The dinner is offered to you 
by my old friend. Why should you not go ? " 

Digitized by L3OOQ IC 



THE BLACK KNIGHT 297 

" What sort of place is Le Chat Mort? I never heard 
of it." 

" It is a restaurant like another . . . very gay and 
agreeable. We shall have an excellent dinner and good 
wine. Life is easy v^hen one is as young as you and as 
coquette. Everything is at your feet if you choose . . . 
you have only to be a little amiable ... a little sen- 
sible . . . after all le bon Dieu has made the world 
what it is . . .we women have to find a soft comer 
in it . . . you don't want to scrub floors, I suppose? " 

Nancy could not tell Anita what she wanted. She 
hardly knew herself: but she had never made herself 
beautiful with greater care or in such a spirit. She 
would walk with her head in the air if she never saw 
him again. She would plait her hair over her ears, so, 
as Anita did. It looked odd and smart. She wore the 
crimson rose. She wore the pink frock: the ingenious 
effect of which, at a distance was of wearing nothing at 
all on her arms and shoulders. She manicured her hands 
carefully as Anita had taught her to. She drenched a 
handkerchief in scent. Michael was the kind of man 
who would hate scent she knew. She touched her lips 
with crimson. There was no need to touch her cheeks. 
They were flushed and her eyes were bright. Anita 
looked half-pleased, half-sour when she saw her. They 
got into the car and drove to the Place Pigalle. Just 
inside the restaurant Pacheco met them and took them 
upstairs to a small room where there was a table laid for 
three. 

Nancy, hurried through the downstairs room, only had 
a swift impression of little tables at which men and 
women were dining together and of busy waiters with 
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dishes of food and bottles of wine. She thought she 
caught sight of Pelagie alone at one table but could not 
stop to make sure. She thought the restaurant looked 
like any other and the quiet dinner upstairs in that dull 
small room was an entertainment to satisfy a gourmand 
but not a girl of her years. It began with oysters and 
went on to bisque, it provided chicken and asparagus, 
it ended with an iced macedoine and by the time it ended 
Nancy had drunk two glasses of champagne out of the 
two magnums that were making Anita and Pacheco 
merry. At first Pacheco had played the assiduous host 
quietly. He sat between his guests and paid them both 
attention, only allowing his eyes more latitude than 
Nancy liked at times. The language of the eyes can be 
offensive and embarrassing she had discovered lately: 
and if you cannot reply to it by going away you have no 
weapon except an air of frozen dignity that in some cases 
seems to act as a spur and not as a deterrent. Besides 
to-night she was this man's guest, his champagne winked 
at her as he filled her glass to the brim a second time, 
his hospitality had offered her this feast. She could not 
freeze to him while she sat at his table and felt his wine 
coursing through her veins with irresistible exhilaration. 
She wished she could have liked him better. She wished 
he would roll his eyes at Anita who was near his own 
age and not at her. She wished she tmderstood what 
they were saying to each other in Spanish when the 
waiter came in with coffee and liquors and they all began 
to smoke. She wished Anita would not loll amongst the 
cushions of the sofa in that way. She had taken too 
much wine. So had Pacheco* Would the coffee turn 
ihem sober again? Was this what the man of the "Mont- 
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calm " had meant when he told her not to come here? 
Did he know their ways better than she did? They were 
drinking liquor brandy now on the top of all that cham- 
pagne. Pacheco was pressing her to drink. He held the 
little glass to her lips. She pushed back her chair to 
avoid it. At the same moment the door opened ; a waiter 
appeared and /whispered something to Anita, and she, 
rising to her feet and throwing some word to Pacheco, 
went out of the room. The door shut upon them before 
Nancy could reach it. 

" She will come back," said Pacheco. " Pelagie wants 
to speak to her." 

" I think I will go after her," said Nancy. 

" Not yet," said Pacheco and he got between her and 
the door. " First you will be a little kind to me. Why 
are you here to-night if not for that? " 

Nancy's heart was beating in her throat. She had 
turned white and cold with fright : she was so frightened 
that her furious anger died away in fear. The man was 
the worse for wine but not so much the worse that she 
could deal with him. He was coming towards her: as 
she backed from him he came : he reeked of wine now 
as well as of scent : his face was old : his hair thin and 
shiny: his hands clutching at her before he reached her 
were coarse : his body powerful. She backed from him 
and only reached the corner of the little room. She tried 
to get between the table and the sofa and so on to the 
door but he pursued her, caught at her, held her in his 
arms, tried to kiss her lips. She could not even hit out at 
him, for he held her arms to her sides as he sank with 
her upon the sofa: breathing stertorously, apoplectic in 
the face but vindictive and enraged. She shrieked for 
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help and he put a cushion on her mouth, laughing as he 
did so and telling her that here no one would come how- 
ever loudly she shrieked. She tried to hit him but he 
caught her arm again. She pushed the cushion from her 
and struggled desperately in his grasp, pinioned and 
shamefully disheveled. She heard voices just outside the 
door: she would have shrieked for help again if the door 
had not opened. Scarlet with humiliation and distress 
she rose to her feet. Pacheco, cursing audibly, had re- 
leased her. Michael walked into the room. 
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CHAPTER X 

Nancy could not look at Michael : nor could she speak 
at first. If she had known how she would have walked 
away from both men and hidden her head : but with her 
first movement Michael was beside her, her cloak in his 
hands. He put it over her shoulders and drew her gently 
to the door. 

" Come along out of this," he said. 

Pacheco, snarling like a dog that has lost its bone, tried 
to lie and bluster. By what right was Michael there? 
How dared he intrude? Who had shown him the room? 
Someone should pay for this ! He spluttered a string of 
Spanish oaths and covered the pair with abuse. Michael 
took not the smallest notice but opened the door for 
Nancy to pass out. His phlegm maddened the Argen- 
tiner who made a sudden rush forward. Michael 
whirled about and confronted him. The two men 
brought up, their faces not six inches apart. Pacheco 
hideous with fury, Michael still calm. But the muscles 
hardened on his jaws and his pale eyes were lighted by a 
cold fire that struck the Argentiner with fear. This man 
would snap him like a candle, coolly, with precise calcu- 
lation. He stepped back a pace or two, relaxing like 
a pricked bladder. Michael nodded at him, as though 
applauding the wisdom of his retreat, laughed insolently 
and followed Nancy out of the room. The girl had not 
spoken yet but she was trembling as if with cold and as 
he took her through the crowded ground-floor room 
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he saw that her face was white now and set with 
misery. 

" Where is Anita? " she said as they reached the street 
door. " I must find Anita and go home." 

Michael did not answer. He told the porter to get a 
taxi and when one came put Nancy into it. Then, having 
given the driver his instructions, he got in himself, and 
sat down beside her. She was huddled in her corner, her 
head half-buried in her cloak, her body shaken by sobs. 
He wondered how he was going to say what he had to 
say to a girl who shrank from him and seemed unwilling 
and unable to speak. For a time he had patience and 
sat there silent, but watchful. 

Nancy hoped that she woiild not have to speak. She 
was glad it was dark. She wanted to be by herself in 
her own room. Michael was very near her : so near that 
when the taxi gave a lurch she was hurled against him, 
her face against his coat, her hand, put out to save her- 
self, caught in his grasp. From the window she saw 
quiet streets she did not know. 

" We ought to be at the Etoile by this time,'* she said. 
" Ask him if he knows his way." 

" You are not going back to your Uncle's house," said 
Michael. 

Nancy's heart stood still. " I must go back," she said 
with a little shudder. " Where else can I go ? " 

" You can't go there," said Michael. " Not to that 
place." 

"What do you mean?" 

"Don't you understand yet? Then I'll tell you. 
You've been more than a week in one of the best-known 
gambling dives in Paris." 
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" A gambling dive I Of course I saw there was some- 
thing wrong. I'm not a child. But I don't know one 
card from another and I've no money to lose at play. 
Why does Anita want me there? " 

" She wants you there because you are an attraction. 
She wants you to draw men there. You were to be her 
decoy duck." 

Nancy gave a cry of horror and tried to shrink into 
her comer again : but Michael's arm held her closely to 
him. 

"That's all over," he said, comforting her with his 
voice which was as kind as his caress. " You're not go- 
ing back there." 

"But what am I to do?" 

" You are to marry me. Didn't I tdl you? " 

He took her breath away. 

" But I've only, known you a week,'* she gasped. 

" What does time matter? " 

" There are years of time before us." 

" I'm ready for them." 

" But you hardly spoke to me on Sundajft night. You 
stayed away all yesterday. I thought ..." 

"What did you think?" 

" That you didn't care," said Nancy in a low voice. 
" That's why I went to-night I didn't care what hap- 
pened to me if you ... at least I thought . . . 
why did you stay away? How could you be so 
unkind?" 

" Unkind ! I was angry." 

"With me?" 

" Yes. With you. You wouldn't listen to me." 

" It wasn't easy," argued Nancy. " Anita had ac- 
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cepted f ot us both. How could I know ? I hardly know 
now. What happened to Anita? Where is she? " 

" Probably home by now. She left you on purpose, 
by arrangement with Pacheco/' 

" How do you know ? '* 

" The waiter told me. Pacheco paid him to keep his 
mouth shut. I paid him more to open it.'* 

" How was it you were there at all? " 

" I went there to look after you. It's my job." 

Nancy was silent. She felt dazed by his determination 
and by the flurry of her own sensations. She was alone 
in the world with him and he was the world, but what 
was she to him ? 

"You think so to-night," she said at last. "You're 
sorry for me. But if I went away would you think so 
next week?" 

" By God I should. I'm not a boy. I know my own 
mind. You're not afraid of me, are you? " 

" Yes, I am," said Nancy. 

" Then you'll do as I tell you." 

" I shall hAye to. I shouldn't dare not to : and after 
all, I've loved you for five years." 

" What do you mean? " 

She brushed her hand across her eyes as if to clear 
her thoughts. She leaned against him and spoke in a low 
voice that drew him to her by its surrender and its charm. 

" I told you," she said. " Five years ago there was a 
lonely man on a liner and I said good-by to him. I've 
thought of him ever since and wondered how he was get- 
ting on. When he walked into Anita's house a week 
ago I knew him at once and before he left I spoke to 
him. But he had forgotten me. At Colombin's I told 
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him again and he remembered, but not as I had done all 
through the years." 

Michael was silent. His own past with its traffic of 
failure, work and shame confronted him. Should he 
tell this girl of the indelible stains on it? Should he 
admit her to those hidden places in his thoughts that 
were now embittered by the interminable miseries of his 
life in prison and now glowing with the fierce exultation 
of his success. Should he tell her? If he did he would 
lose her and what would he do without her? What 
would she do without him? The decision had to be 
made in a moment. He was a gambler and the son of 
a gambler and he made it. 

" Where are we going now ? " said Nancy, breaking in 
on Michael's silence. 

" I'm taking you to the Meurice,' 'he said, coming out 
of it with an effort. 

" But I can't go like this," she said. " I must get my 
things. What am I to do about that? " 

Michael hesitated for a moment. The shops were all 
closed at that hour. He could get her nothing. 

" Very well," he said. " We must go back for what 
you want. I'll settle Anita if she shows her teeth." 

He picked up a speaking-tube and directed the driver. 
Marie opened the door of the flat to them and Nancy 
went straight to her room. Michael sat down on a broad 
sofa in the hall, upholstered with saddle-bags and close 
to Nancy's door and to the marble figure of the Venus. 
He was in the full light and he made no effort to move 
when, in answer to the bell, Marie came to the door and 
admitted Pacheco. The Argentiner glanced at him sourly 
and flung into the salon. Michael lit a cigarette. Nancy 
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would not be long now. He had told her only to bring 
a handbag or a suitcase that he could carry downstairs 
for her. He wondered when Anita would appear. 
Pacheco should have told his story by this time and he 
felt sure that she would make a scene. She was the kind 
of woman that goes placidly along while she has her way 
and loses all self-control when she is thwarted : a woman 
whose innate coarseness lay a very little way beneath the 
surface and who would hiss and spit like an angry cat 
when annoyed. No doubt she would be annoyed. Nancy 
was the bait with which she had hoped to snatch Pacheco 
from a younger rival and she had been nearly successful* 
If she had been ... Michael's formidable jaw hard- 
ened as the blackness of her attempt enveloped the image 
of the girl in his mind. Nancy had said she was not a 
child : but she had been a child in the hands of devils. 
He was in the mood to grind them under his heel. 

Suddenly the door of the salon opened. Michael heard 
a blurr of voices, the click of the roulette ball and the 
chant of the croupier: ** he jeu est fait/' Anita ap- 
peared, followed by Pacheco, who shut the door behind 
him. Michael saw that her face was livid and her figure 
tense with rage. She came dose to him. 

" What are you doing here? " she said and her tone 
was insolent. 

"It's a public house, isn't it?" said he. He had 
not risen. 

" Get out instantly." 

" I shall go when I choose." 

" I'll have you thrown out." 

"Who by? That?" He pointed at the Argentiner. 
" Or perhaps by the police? " 
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Anita stamped her foot. She made a quick move- 
ment towards Nancy's door but Michael was instantly in 
front of her. 

" Not there/' he said, his arms across the frame of the 
door. 

Anita was rapidly losing the last vestige of self-control 
and when Michael barred her way to Nancy she beat 
upon his chest with her jeweled hands and screamed to 
Pacheco to come to her assistance. 

Michael caught her wrists and held them firmly. 

" Don't be silly," he said to her. " You'll bruise your- 
self." 

" Jose," she cried again. Michael looked at Jose and 
laughed. 

" I think M. Jose will stay where he is," he said^ " I 
think so." 

Pacheco hovered near Anita, talking rapidly in Span- 
ish, his voice cracking with excitement, but he kept out 
of range. Anita took up a new tone. 

" I insist on seeing my niece," she said. " What right 
have you to stand between us? " 

" Right or wrong, Tm doing it." 

" You are insupportable," she muttered, struggling in 
vain to release her wrists. " Jose, fetch Franz at once 
and Udall and someone else . . . anyone, quick. Tell 
them this brute is assaulting me in my own house." 

Pacheco disappeared into the salon. Michael 
drummed lightly with his heel upon the door and Nancy 
answered him from within. 

" Don't open the door but be as quick as you can," 
he said. 

"What are you doing in there?" cried Anita to 
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Nancy. " You think you'll get away, do you, with this 
bully to help you. " Youll pay me for your clothes and 
for your board and lodging first. If you can't pay you'll 
stay here. I'll find a way to tame you before another 
day is over. I've tried kindness. I'll try the whip 
next." 

" I'm not taking anything that belongs to you," said 
Nancy's clear young voice. " I'll leave the money for 
my board and lodging if you'll tell me how much it is." 

" Little fool," screamed Anita. " Do you know what 
he is going to do with you? He is going to make you 
his mistress, his " 

Michael seized her by the tops of her arms and gave 
her one terrific shake that jarred the breath out of her. 
"You keep a clean tongue in your head or I'll do it 
again," he said fiercely : but the force of the shake seemed 
to cow her. 

" You wait a moment," she panted, " you wait till they 
come." 

Michael drummed with his hed on the door again. 

** Will you be much longer? " he said to Nancy. 

" Half a minute." 

Anita opened her mouth to speak but Michael tight- 
ened his grip on her arms. 

" Remember! " he warned her. 

As he spoke he saw Franz with Sir Henry Udall, and 
a young Frenchman called Voison come out of the salon. 
The last two were not likely to be formidable. They 
were gentlemen and would not want to be mixed up with 
a row in a gambling-house. Pacheco was a cur but a 
cur in a nasty mood. Franz was formidable. He was 
a powerful fellow and the house employed him in vari- 
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ous capacities, most disreputable. He would fight for his 
bread and butter. 

"Help, help, Sir Udall," whined Anita directly the 
four men reached the hall. "This devil is trying to 
abduct my niece. He is hurting me horribly. Quick ! " 

Franz and Pacheco both made a dash forward, Franz 
on Michael's left and Pacheco on the right. Using Anita 
as a shield Michael jammed Franz momentarily against 
the wall and at the same time landing out with his right 
foot, caught the Argentiner in the stomach and sent him 
crashing backwards over the sofa. His head hit with a 
thud against the wooden corner of it. 

" I say, steady on," shouted Udall. " Leave the woman 
alone." 

" I will as soon as you leave me alone," he said in 
English. "Who turned you into a pothouse bully, 
Udall?" 

"Et vous. Monsieur?" he said in French to Voison. 
" Seriez vous par hasard employe ici ? " 

" Well, let the woman alone," said Udall sulkily. 

" If that's all you want, certainly," said Michael, push- 
ing Anita back. He had got rid of three opponents now. 
Udall and Voison would not interfere with him and 
Pacheco was out of action for the time. Franz remained 
and Franz meant business. His deep-set blue eyes were 
on Michael's eyes watching for an opening. The two 
watched each other like a couple of ring fighters. Franz 
was a dangerous man, Michael recognized : a very dan- 
gerous man. He was by no means out of the wood yet. 
If anything should divert his attention for a moment 
Franz would be on the top of him in a flash. Franz 
said something to Pacheco in German, never taking his 
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eyes off Michael, and Pacheco picked himself up and 
crept quietly along the sofa to Michael's flank. 

" Be careful," said Michael. " I'll give you the tbe in- 
stead of the flat of my foot next time." He made a quick 
movement towards the sofa. The Argentiner sprang 
back. 

"You coward," sneered Anita. "Smash him, 
Franz!" 

Franz nodded his head almost imperceptibly. He was 
game enough but was biding his time. 

The door opened suddenly behind Michael and Nancy 
came out carrying a suitcase and a small handbag. She 
wore the black coat and skirt in which she had traveled 
to Paris and a quiet black hat. 

" Get out quickly," said Michael to her. " Wait for 
me in the cab." 

He jerked his head slightly to see if she was obeying 
him and Franz came for him with a head-long rush. He 
drove Michael backwards against the lintel of the bed- 
room door, his cropped bullet head butting against 
Michael's throat, his clenched fists swinging windmill 
blows at his head. His bull weight and strength held 
Michael pinned for a second or two but he did very little 
damage. He had no science. Michael let him butt and 
rammed uppercut upon uppercut upon his face. The 
German endured it heroically for a moment or two and 
then jumped back, his nose broken, his upper lip split. 
Michael caught him a straight left hander on the jaw as 
he went that sent him reeling. Anita shrieked to him to 
go on. Franz needed no encouragement. He was mo- 
mentarily staggered but .his blood was up and he was 
going to have Michael's at all costs. Michael saw that 
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he must put him out of business. Also he saw that the 
Argentiner was coming round the sofa again, a heavy 
footstool in his hands. Nancy should be safely down- 
stairs by now and he must join her as quickly as possible. 
But he had no desire to roll down four flights of steps 
with the. German on the top of him. He very much 
doubted if he could penetrate that mass of brawn and 
bone with his fists. The rumpus in the hall had been 
heard in the salon and men were flocking out to see what 
was happening. Anita was shrieking abusively. ' It was 
time to go. He ran back a few steps towards the door 
and Franz charged after him with a rush that if not 
stopped would carry both of them down the stairs. 
Michael ran back another ten paces. As he did so 
something gleamed white on his right. It was the plaster 
cast of the Capitoline Venus. In a flash he had whipped 
it from the pedestal and brought it crashing down upon 
the German's head. The hollow plaster broke to atoms 
but Franz lay prone upon the floor groaning dismally. 
Michael had a confused vision of shirt fronts and pale 
astonished faces crowding round the prostrate man and 
of Anita kneeling amongst the scraps of plaster. He 
slammed the door behind him and ran downstairs. 
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CHAPTER XI 

Nancy sat by herself in the hotel garden at Gardone 
waiting for Michael. They had been married a whole 
week now and the sense of scared adventure in which 
she had put her hand in his and made her vows was giv- 
ing way to complete trust in him. He was as much in 
love with her as she was with him, and love had soon 
cast out the fear and loneliness that assailed her before 
marriage when she had no friend in Paris except the man 
she had hardly known a week and no refuge or means of 
existence except what he provided. It would have been 
a difficult time if the great god Love had not turned it 
into one of ecstasy, so that the facts of life luch as your 
clothes and your daily bread became libations to him 
offered together in thanksgiving. Besides, Nancy found 
that from the moment she had given Michael her word, 
he took control. She supposed that some day when they 
both came to their senses, she would stand on her own 
feet again as she was used to do, but at present she still 
felt whirled off them, in midair with him, breathless but 
happy. 

The day after he had taken her from Anita's house he 
had given her three hundred pounds and told her to buy 
herself clothes while he made the necessary arrange- 
ments for their marriage: and on their marriage morn- 
ing he had brought her a row of pearls and clasped it 
round her throat. She did not mind having no money 
of her own. It rejoiced him to give and her to take and 
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if ever that state of affairs came to an end nothing would 
matter much because it would mean that their marriage 
had descended from the seventh heaven of happiness to 
the dull flats of failure. He had told her that he had made 
his money by real estate and she guessed vaguely at some 
process of buying land cheap and selling it dear : but she 
asked no questions. In those wild countries anything 
might happen : and the devious ways of business did not 
interest her. That he should have inherited business ca- 
pacity was natural since he was the son of Isaiah Winter. 
On their wedding morning just after he had given her the 
pearls he had told her about his father. He had gone 
up to her room and found her ready for him, her trunk 
packed, her hat and veil adjusted. If she felt afraid she 
would not show it but met him gallantly and smiling. 
Then he gave her the pearls and as he clasped them round 
her throat she thrilled to his touch and turned impulsively 
to thank him. But he held her from him for a moment 
and looked at her broodingly : while the love in his eyes 
was deep and heavy : like the love between Clerk Saun- 
ders and his May. 

"You are still free," he said. "If you chose you 
could refuse to marry me . . . even now at the elev- 
enth hour." 

She had seen his eyes and her own had answered him 
before he spoke. She had no thought in her mind beyond 
the storm and hurry of his wooing when, without a word 
of doubt or courtship, he had told her that she should 
marry him. 

" I've gone the wrong way about it," he went on un- 
easily. " I ought first to have taken you back to your 
friends . . . but there were difficulties. ..." 
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" I have no friends," said Nancy. " At least I have 
none to whom I could have gone." 

" Tve none either. We are two waifs and strays then 
. . . and we need each other. Let no man come be- 
tween us." 

" No one ever can.*' 

"Dead or alive?". 

" Dead or alive." 

She echoed his words because he seemed to wait for it 
and because his hold on her had tightened as his words 
gained in emphasis. 

" I have never even told you who I am," he said bit- 
terly. " It isn't fair to let you think Fm giving you an 
untarnished name. To begin with . . . I'm the son 
of Isaiah Winter ... the swindler." 

Nancy remembered the shock of that moment as she 
sat by the water this afternoon and the tense silence that 
had followed, while his hold on her never slackened but 
rather spoke of his desire. 

" But you are not responsible for what your father 
did," she said after what seemed to both of them an 
everlasting pause. 

" You can take it that way? " 

"Of course I can. It's fair. Why should you 
suffer?" 

" Oh, I've suffered . . . Fve paid." 

"Is that why you went overseas? Is that why you 
were alone on the * Montcalm ' ? " 

He nodded. 

" Then we are on a little island of rock together with 
the seas of the world round us. You were alone and I 
was alone till we met again. Do look happy, Michael, on 



Digitized by L3OOQ IC 



THE BLACK KNIGHT 315 

our wedding day. What does anything matter as long 
as we are together? We are going to face what comes 
hand in hand. I'm glad ..." 

She stopped short. 

" Go on," he said. 

" It's difficult to express. You were King Cophetua.'* 

" Never," said Michael with vehemence. " Put such 
an idea out of your head. The only doubt in my mind is 
whether I ought to let you marry me : whether I'm not a 
knave ..." 

He had not finished his sentence, but had suddenly 
changed his tone as a man does who wavering between 
two courses decides inflexibly on one. 

" Anyhow, I'm going to do it," he said. " It's time we 
started. Come." 

Nancy's thoughts had traveled back to that morning a 
week ago because she had informed Mr. Grimstone, her 
former guardian of her marriage and had just received a 
letter from him, in which he hoped she had not allied 
herself with the son of that notorious swindler whose 
bankruptcy had reduced thousands of honest folk to des- 
titution, and who had committed suicide on his yacht 
rather than expiate his crimes. Nancy had found a stone, 
wrapped it carefully in the letter and thrown it as far as 
she could into the lake. At any rate it should not trouble 
Michael. It troubled her because it roused questions she 
had not considered : questions about Michael's money and 
his right to spend it easily. It was an impossible subject 
for her to broach at present. She did not know her hus- 
band well yet, although every day she was beginning to 
know him better. He was easy to live with, considerate, 
urbane. He had had a rough life since his father's 

Digitized by CjOOQ IC 



316 THE BLACK KNIGHT 

death, so rough that he disliked dwelling on it. Nancy 
was not inquisitive, but without thinking she had once 
or twice made incursions into a past he seemed tmwilling 
to resuscitate. She soon found that the least allusion to 
his time overseas might call up vivid pictures of the 
conditions there or be met by silence and that harden- 
ing of the jaws that put fear into her although she loved 
him. 

Here he came, to tell her that the boat was ready. 
The lake was blue as the sky and hardly had a ripple on 
it The sun was hot, the air soft and lazy. As Michael 
pushed off, Nancy opened a sun umbrella that they had 
bought before leaving Paris. He had told her that she 
would want one and he had been right. It was lined 
with red and threw rosy g^les on her white frock. She 
wore no gloves and because she had only been a bride a 
week she looked at Michael, taking pride in his grace 
and strength as he rowed : and then at her wedding ring, 
taking pride in that. Life had turned rapturous and each 
day as it came was golden. The future stretched before 
her fancy like one of those shining insubstantial path- 
ways made by sunbeams in the air. 

" Are we really going to Salo to buy some of those 
old brass pans and kettles ? " she said when Michael, row- 
ing idly, stopped altogether for a moment to light a ciga- 
rette. There was no hurry, the afternoon and the cool of 
the day lay before them and Nancy never minded how 
long they were on the water. She would take her turn 
at rowing later on when the sun had less power. He 
would not let her while it blazed down on them as it was 
doing now. He was used to greater heat than this and 
she was not used to as much. It had given her a head- 
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ache yesterday. Perhaps he ought not to have brought 
her again to-day. But she had wanted to come and what 
Nancy wanted you did if you could because she enjoyed 
it so much and made you enjoy it too. 

"You like the pots and pans, don't you?" he said 
when he had lighted the cigarette. 

" Yes : but what shall we do with them? " 

" ni have them sent to Paris." 

Nancy was leaning over the boat and floating one hand 
through the water. In the distance she saw the steam- 
boat that would pass them directly on its way to the head 
of the lake and on the shore to her right she could see 
a wild neglected garden and an empty villa in which a 
German painter long since dead had lived and entertained 
his friends. 

"Where are we going to live, Michael?" she said, 
taking her hand out of the water and raising her head 
to look at him. 

"I haven't thought: have you?" he said. "Where 
would you like to live? " 

" Can we live where we like? Are you not tied in any 
way?" 

"What should tie me?" he answered: and the hard- 
ness she was learning to dread settled on his face and 
chilled his voice again. She set it down to the sins of 
his father and wished she had not called it there. 

" Well, we needn't decide yet, need we? " she went on. 
" We are going to Switzerland first and then to Italy. 
I wonder if you will get tired of hotels and wandering 
about? If you did we could take a villa like that one 
there and I'll keep house in it. I'm a good housekeeper, 
I'd have you know. But we must live where there are 
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other people . . . other men, I mean, for you to know. 
You mustn't get bored, I suppose in the end we shall 
find ourselves in England." 

" I hope not," said Michael slowly. " Fm not wedded 
to England. Are you? " 

" I'm wedded to no one but you. I'll live in Timbuctoo 
if you like. I was happy in a fisherman's cottage when 
my mother died. Then, till you came, I was miserable." 

" Can you be miserable? " 

" You know I can." 

A sudden picture of the girl, broken and terrified, hid- 
ing her face from him in the Paris taxi came into 
Michael's mind as he sat opposite his wife and watched 
the shadow of that memory cast its gloom for a moment. 

"We must go higher soon," he said when he had 
beached their boat at Salo and were making their way 
through its narrow sun-baked streets. " I want you to 
see Arco. I was there one winter eight years ago and 
liked it." 

Nancy wanted to ask Michael if he had traveled much 
when he was younger : but the question never reached her 
lips. She thought he mtist have done for he spoke of 
several European countries as if he knew them and he 
was a better linguist than most Englishmen. Sometimes 
he spoke of his own accord of his early life, of his school- 
days and of his mother who had died ten years ago and 
whom he had evidently regarded with affection. But 
Nancy was learning to walk delicately with regard boUi 
to the future and the past. She had married a man who 
was impatient of questions, who kept his affairs to him- 
self and whose whole confidence was not given as a 
matter of course with his affections. She had often read 
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of such men and thought that life with one must be dif- 
ficult and at times disconcerting. But the only doubt and 
difficulty she felt so far was of her skill in steering dear 
of breakers she did not see till she was on them. She 
wanted to please him, however difficult it was, not only 
because she loved him but because he had snatched her 
from the monster as Perseus did Andromeda. That set 
their marriage apart and gave him a right to her alle- 
giance no other man in the world could have claimed. 

They had bought some of the old brass pots and pans 
and were walking slowly along the shady side of the 
street when Nancy was attracted by some silks in a shop 
window and stopped to look at them. They were beau- 
tiful colors and those that were marked were cheaper 
than silks are in England. 

" Do you want them ? " said Michael. 

" I can't carry a great deal about with me/* said Nancy 
doubtfully. " I think I'll buy one length and make it 
myself on wet days." 

" We can send some to Paris," said Michael and signed 
to her to go in. She looked up at him and laughed and 
he asked her on the threshold of the shop why she 
laughed but she would not tell him just then. They were 
soon engaged with the proprietor of the shop, his sales- 
men and a counter heaped with silks. Nancy, her eyes 
bright and her face flushed with pleasure, looked at one 
and all, smiled at the shopman, declared for a blue one 
shot with green, hovered over ivory-white with silver 
streams running cobweb-like across it, said black was use- 
ful, thought mauve did not suit her, asked for orange and 
was tempted by red. Michael spoke to the salesman in 
Italian : and then turned to Nancy. 
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" What length do you want!? " he asked 

" But I haven't chosen yet," she cried. " The blue and 
green is lovely but so is the moonlighty one • . .'* 

" I've chosen," said Michael witfi just the hint of im- 
patience that any woman forgives to any man when she 
sees him breathing with difficulty, like a fish out of 
water in a draper's shop. " How many yards or don't 
you know?" 

" It depends. Some are wide atid some are narrow," 
said Nancy, still absorbed in the conflicting glories of 
moonlight and rainbow. " Oh ! Oh 1 Michael, look at 
that!" 

Michael looked. The proprietor had just brought for- 
ward a new fabric, all gold and silver. It shimmered 
as he draped it and was soft and thin. 

" It reminds me of the Arabian Nights," said Nancy* 
" I wish I could speak Italian. Ask him the price. I 
won't have it if it's expensive." 

"Why not?" 

** Oh, I only want a little bit oi one to amuse myself 
with. I'll have this ... ten yards of this . . . tell 
him." 

She had taken up a silk she had seen first; pretty 
enough but of a cheaper quality than the rest. 
Michael was giving rapid instructions to the sales- 
man and completed them before he turned to her 
again. 

"Do you really want to take one back with you?" 
he said. 

" Yes, I do. I'll have this," said Nancy, pulling for- 
ward the cheap one she had just chosen. 

"No, not that. It's flimsy." 
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Michael pointed to the interwoven blue and green and 
spoke to the salesman again. Then he got up. 

" Come along," he said. Nancy was puzzled. He did 
not pay for the silk and yet the proprietor of the shop 
accompanied them to the door and looked as gratified as * 
if he had sold every piece he showed them. 

"What has happened?" she said when they were in 
the street again. 

" It's all right," he answered. " I didn't want to wait 
in that stuffy hole while they made out the bill. They'll 
have it ready when I go back." 

" But what did you buy? '' 

" I bought them all • . . as you couldn't make up 
your mind." 

Nancy gave a little scream, stood still and then turned 
back towards the shops. But as she turned Michael got 
hold of her wrist and stopped her. The street was nearly 
empty. The air was hot and pervaded by the aroma of 
roasting coffee. 

" I must tell them," said Nancy, " I'll speak French 
and say it was a mistake. I can't let you buy all those 
silks for me." 

" How are you going to prevent it? " 

*' Oh ! I'll ask you nicely," she said and looked at him 
out of the corners of her eyes as she had done that Sun- 
day in the woods of St. Germain. 

" Come and ask me nicely in that hotel on the quay 
then," he said, pulling her arm through his and keeping 
tight hold of it as they walked the way he wished again. 
"There will be a breath of air there perhaps and we 
can get some coffee. By the way, what were you laugh- 
ing at when we went into the shop? " 
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** I was laughing at you." 
^^Whathadldone?'' 
" You waved your hand." 
" Why shouldn't I ? You were shilly-shallying." 
"YouVe done it before. You think you've only to 
wave your hand and I must go here or go there." 

" Oh! well! that's at the root of things," said Michael. 
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When they got back to Gardone it was nearly dinner 
time and Nancy ran on to the hotel while Michael paid 
for the boat and stopped at the porter's office to buy 
stamps and ask for letters. He expected to find Nancy 
nearly ready when he reached their rooms and as a 
matter of fact she was more nearly ready than he 
realized. She had done her hair in a new fashionable 
way, she had put on white shoes and stockings and in 
a brief but attractive garment advertised in fashion 
papers as a princess petticoat she was apparently prac- 
tising dance steps in the empty spaces of the floor. 

" Do you know that the dinner gong will go in two 
minutes?" said Michael looking at his watch. 

Nancy, rising to the tips of her toes and rounding her 
arms gracefully like a Columbine, danced up to him as 
if he was Harlequin and stopped with one hand on his 
arm and one foot in the air. 

" Can you dance? " she said. 

" Not now. I used to, years ago . . . when I was 
a boy." 

" Just try with me . . . just once round the room." * 

" My dear girl, it's dinner time and Pm ..." 

" Never mind dinner. We mustn't eat half the dinner 
they give us if we are going to dance afterwards." 

" Who Says we are going to dance ? " 

" I do. There is dancing at the Casino and those Ital- 
ians who played here last night are going to play for u& 

323 

Digitized by L3OOQ IC 



324 THE BLACK KNIGHT 

Tve never danced with you and I want to. I love danc- 
ing, don't you?'* 

" Not now," said Michael. 

" You will to-night though . . . with me. Be quick, 
Michael. We shall be late for dinner." 

" I know we shall. Why don't you get ready? " 

" How can I till I know what to wear? If we go to 
the Casino I shall put on my white satin. I had to be 
married in a traveling dress because you said so and I 
was in a meek state of mind. I'm glad to say . . • 
I mean you'll be glad to hear that I'm getting out of that 
rapidly ..." 

" Why should I be glad? " said Michael, who was try- 
ing to get into his evening clothes and watch Nancy and 
listen to her and answer her all at the same time. 

"You don't want to get tired of me, do you? Any- 
how, as I couldn't be married in a white satin I bought 
one to dance in . . . with you . . . and I'm going to 
put it on this minute. • . • You will come . . . 
won't you? Crowds of people are going . . . from 
this hotel and from some of the others. I'm engaged for 
six dances already besides those I've kept for you." 

" But when did you get engaged for them ? When did 
you hear of the dance ? " 

" Days ago." 

" You said nothing about it." 

"Why should I? I said I'd dance if I was there. 
They had to be satisfied with that." 

"Who are they?" 

" I don't know all their names. There's a Frenchman 
and a Dutchman and an Italian and I think the one who 
speaks English best is a Russian. They were all talking 
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to us last night after dinner. I forgot about the dance 
till I got in to-night and one of them reminded me: and 
then I thought of this frock and that I wanted to dance 
with you in it. Do you like it? " 

" I should think I do," said Michael : for Nancy had 
put on the frock now and stood before him with the 
happy assurance of youth. She wore his pearls round 
her pretty throat and a little wreath of scarlet geraniums 
on her dark hair. The frock had long sleeves and a 
short skirt which made it suitable for dinner in a conti- 
nental hotel that year: but its color and texture were 
bridal. 

" It's very feasy to get clothes in Paris when you have 
plenty of money/' chattered Nancy, perching on the arm 
of an easy chair and watching Michael tie his tie. What 
deft fingers he had, she thought. No one would guess 
that for five years he had led a rough life and done rough 
work. But what rough work gives a man much money? 
Perhaps he had bought a mine. She must not ask him. 
" You can get clothes with hardly any money if you are 
clever about color and can make things yourself," she 
went on. " I'm rather wasted on you, Michael." 

"Are you?" he said inattentively: for he was trans^ 
ferring the contents of one pocket to another and Nancy's 
views of life were comparatively unimportant at the mo- 
ment. Where was his cigarette case? The thin one that 
he used at night? 

" Yes," said Nancy. *^ I ought to have married a poor 
man. I know how to live on next to nothing and have a 
good time. I should like to get you to our old cottage. 
Oh, Michael, I've just had the most heavenly idea! " 

" The gong has stopped," said Michael in the desperate 
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tone of a man who has lost something on which every- 
thing depends. " Where the devil is that cigarette case? " 

"Do you mean the thin silver one marked M.T.? 
There it is staring you in the face on the chest of drawers. 
Who was . . . We shall be late and it's your fault, 
isn't it? Never mind. We'll say we don't want any 
soup. Seven courses will be enough for us to-night as 
we are going to dance. To-morrow I want to go on the 
lake by moonlight • • • with you • • • not with any 
of the others." 

"What others?" 

" The other men who want to take me on the water 
by moonlight Oh! perhaps you weren't there! It was 
last night in the lounge when we were all looking at the 
moon. You went away to get some cigarettes or some- 
thing and they began arguing about which of them was 
to take me on the water." 

"What did you say?" 

" I laughed and said nothing. You came back before 
long." 

Nancy looked sideways at Michael as she walked with 
him through the long corridors leading to the dining- 
room. She hoped he had not noticed her question, inter- 
cepted halfway by her fear of vexing him. In some ways 
to be his wife was more difficult than being the wife of 
Lohengrin for only one question was forbidden to Elsa 
while she had to accept an embargo placed on a long 
stretch of her husband's life. She hardly knew where 
he had spent the years since she had seen him on the 
" Montcalm " and very little of what he had been doing. 
It did not matter. Since he wished to bury the past she 
would be the last person in the world to probe into it 
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The mischief was that at any moment your quick silly 
heedless tongue might betray you into some indiscretion 
and so give him pain. 

" I hope we shall have our little table to ourselves to- 
night," she said as they reached the door of the huge din- 
ing-room. " I want to unfold my great idea. You will 
listen to it, won't you? and carry it out? " 

" ru listen," promised Michael as he entered the room 
and walked past occupied tables of various sizes to the 
small one at the further end where he sat every night 
with Nancy. He was amused as he walked behind her 
to see how many friends she had made already in this 
company of foreigners and strangers. He wondered 
when she found time for them since she was all day with 
him : but men, women and children were on the look-out 
for her as she peacocked through the room, outwardly 
demure and inwardly as pleased with her fine feathers as 
a child is with a new toy. 

"Ah, que Madame est jolie ce soir!" murmured an 
elderly Frenchwoman blowing her an airy little kiss as 
she passed: " Isn't she a daisy?" cried an American boy 
who ought to have been in bed but followed his remark 
with a shrill reminder to Nancy that she had promised 
him the seventh dance. 

"Is he one of the six?" said Michael, "and when 
are you going to dance with me if you have engaged 
yourself so deeply? " 

" I've kept the first six for you," said Nancy sitting 
down in her chair and looking at the menu card. " You 
may not want to stay after that. We'll see. Would you 
like to dance with that fair-haired woman in red? " 

"Not particularly," said Michael. "I'm going to 
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dance with a dark-haired woman in white ... as long 
as she likes . . . and then Fm going home." 

"By yourself?" 

" I hope not. You won't want to stay till the bitter 
end, will you?" 

"Not if you want to go. Michael! Fm going to 
whisper something to you. Do listen. Don't say 
WHAT in a loud voice as you did yesterday when I 
looked at you over the brim of my glass and told you 
you were a darling." 

" My dear girl, how could I expect you to say a thing 
like that in the middle of dinner, with the wine waiter 
almost at my elbow? " 

" I only said it because you had ordered champagne. 
I meant it quite lightly. Are you listening? " 

"Yes, I am and if it's anything of that kind speak 
English and whisper . . • or else wait. If I were you 
I should wait." 

"I can't wait. I might forget. Besides, I want to 
know at once. Michael, do you think we shall ever 
quarrel?" 

" Sure to," said Michael. 

" When do you think we shall begin? " 

" Probably to-night, if you want to stay on at this 
infernal Casino place and dance with Tom, Dick and 
Harry." 

" It's too soon," said Nancy regretfully. " We've only 
been married a week. I haven't the least wish to dance 
with Tom, Dick and Harry. I want to dance with you 
and then go on the lake with you and then home with 
you . . ." 

"Steady on I" cried Michael. "To-night we dance 
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and to-morrow we go on the lake. We mustn't use up 
all our pleasures in one evening/^ 

"Just as you please/' said Nancy. "We'll look at 
the moonlight from our little balcony. I hope Verona 
is one of the places on your itinerary. I want to see it. 
Could we be there on a night like this and think about 
Romeo and Juliet and be glad that we were together with 
nothing in the world to come between us? You needn't 
look at the wine waiter. He's miles away and no one 
can hear what we say. How scared men always are! " 

"I say . . . how many men . . ." 

" Not one," said Nancy promptly and with decision^r 
" You were going to ask me how many men I'd made 
love to. I could see it in your eyes. It has always been 
the other way round. That's why I do it so badly and 
find it's such uphill work. Here comes the ice pudding. 
I'm going to take an enormous helping. You won't look 
as if you thought I was greedy, will you? You did yes- 
terday. At least you took none yourself and I felt that 
as a silent reproach." 

" It wasn't meant to. I don't care for ices. What is 
your great new idea that you wanted to unfold? Here 
we are nearly at dessert." 

" I hadn't forgotten . . . but I'm afraid it's one of 
those idea§ that come suddenly . . . with a flash of in- 
spiration . , . and turn to ashes when you look closer. 
I was thinking that I should like to take our old cottage 
at Nandarras again and put in a chair and a table and 
go there sometimes with you and live there as if we 
were poor ... I doing the housework . . . but I'm 
afraid you wouldn't like it . . . you're too spoilt ..." 

"Am I?" said Michael, and the shadow she dreaded 
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seemed to fall on him again so that she stopped short be^ 
cause she felt the gloom of it too. She was glad that 
dinner was so nearly over and that some people near them 
rising earlier than the rest gave her an excuse for rising 
with a pretext about a wrap that she wanted to fetch 
from their room. Michael let her go and met her again 
in the hall a little later. They walked together through 
the warm moonlit night to the Casino and if Michael 
had had his way he would have remained out there with 
her beneath the stars. But when they began to dance 
together he enjoyed that too, for they both danced well 
and the band played dreamy beguiling Strauss waltzes 
that made Nancy half-shut her eyes and wish they need 
never end. The room was not overcrowded and the 
soft air of the Italian night came through the open win- 
dows through which when they were resting between 
their dances Michael and Nancy looked at the lights 
across the water and at the full moon in a cloudless sky. 

" Tm not going to dance with anyone else to-night." 
the girl whispered. " Another night I will if they want 
meto . . ." 

" If we come another night," said Michael. " Are you 
ready to go then? I am.** 

" Haven't you enjoyed it? " 

" Yes: but it's getting late." 

" I want you to come on the lake." 

" I will to-morrow." 

" No. To-night I want you to come to-night . . . 
just a little way." 

" It means getting the boat down to the water." 

" rU help you." 

Her air was so eager, her eyes and voice so appealing 
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that Michael's resistance melted as he looked at her. 
They stole out of the room like two conspirators for 
Nancy's admirers were on the watch : and a little later 
were on the lake together. Michael's oars swept the 
water with a slow, lazy stroke that carried them a little 
way from land. They were soon far enough out to see 
the town of Maderno quietly asleep in the moonlight and 
the high mountains encircling the lake all silvery in its 
ways. 

"It might rain to-morrow," said Nancy, her voice 
hushed by the stillness and the unimaginable beauty of 
the scene. " I wanted to come while we could. Say you 
are glad we did, Michael. If the world went to pieces 
to-morrow you and I would have had this." 
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CHAPTER XIII 

" Some of your correspondents have illegible hands," 
said Michael when he brought Nancy her letters next 
morning. " Who is this ? And this ? " 

Nancy took up two out of the three letters he had 
placed before her. One was from Mrs. Pengwynver, 
The address straggled diagonally across the page and 
some of the words were spelt wrong but you could read 
them. The other was so illegible, that, you wondered 
how it had reached its destination. 

"This is from Uncle William," said Nancy. "You 
know I wrote to tell him I was married to you." 

She opened the envelope as she spoke and a note for a 
hundred francs fell from a sheet of paper on which some 
indecipherable hieroglyphics sprawled untidily. 

"We shall never know what he says," commented 
Nancy, " but you see he has sent us a wedding present. 
I wonder how he got hold of it. Poor old man. He 
never has a penny. I don't like taking it. But if we 
send it back we shall hurt his feelings. I know. We'll 
buy him some cigars with it when we get to a town. 
He loves a cigar. This other letter is from Mrs. Pen- 
gwynver. Oh! Vilit is to wed Obed Polglase in the 
autumn and they wanted our old cottage. How tiresome 
• of them when we wanted it ourselves. She hopes I'm 
well and happy as the letter leaves her: atid Susie is 
crocheting me a set of mats and when will I be coming 
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to Nandarfas with you? Do you think we shall ever go 
there, Michael?" 

" Sure/' said Michael. " Don't I want to see the place 
you think of as home? " 

"This is my pension," Nancy went on, opening an 
official looking envelope. " It's the last time I shall get 
it. In future I shan't have a penny of my own." 

"I've enough for us both," said Michael soberly. 
"Are you running short? I ought to have asked 
you ..." 

" But I'm not. I didn't spend all you gave me in 
Paris. I've been meaning to give it back to you. I'll 
get it now." 

" No," said Michael, putting his hand on her arm as 
she was about to rise. " Keep it, and when you want 
more tell me. Put on your hat now and we'll go out." 

" I don't feel a bit energetic If s hotter than ever arid 
we were late last night." 

" What would you like to do? " 

" I should like to sit in that comer of the big veran- 
dah . . . where the palms are . . . and go to sleep 
over a novel . . . but I'll come as far as our wood if 
you want a walk." 

"Yes, come," said Michael. "You can laze on the 
verandah all the afternoon." 

" Very well," said Nancy and put on a shady hat and 
went out with him to a wood they knew of where there 
was a stream and a waterfall: but the heat at midday 
was overpowering and by the time they got back to the 
hotel Michael saw that it had been too much for Nancy. 
She looked white and tired and said she would rather 
rest than go down to lunch. 
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" I was a brute to drag you out You're overdone, 
now, and it's my fault," he said. 

Nancy assured him she would be all right in a couple 
of hours, persuaded him that she would not die of 
inanition if she went without lunch for once, let him close 
the sun-shutters for her, and lay down in the darkened 
room. She fell asleep with a little smile on her lips and 
with comfortable thoughts in her mind of his kindness 
and care for her. When she waked some hours later 
he sat beside her and a chambermaid had just brought in 
a tray with tea. 

"I'm quite well again," she said, "what time is it?'' 

"Just four. You've been asleep three hours. Arc 
you really better? I find there is a doctor in the hotd. 
If I could get him to see you ..." 

" My dear man he'd laugh at us," cried Nancy sitting 
up and beginning to butter a roll. " I'm as well as you 
are, and as himgry ..." 

" rU order some chicken or something," said Michael 
and would have nuig the bell if Nancy had not stopped 
him. He looked quite worried. 

"Even on our wedding day I believed that I was 
marrying a hard man," she said, holding out both her 
hands to him. " How could I be so silly? " 

" I have a hard side to me, I suppose," said MichaeL 
" That's to face the world with : not for you." 

" You look tired yourself," she went on. " What have 
you been doing?" 

" Writing letters. I have one to finish and then I'm 
going into the village to get something I want there. 
Where shall I find you when I come back in half an 
hour or so?" 

Digitized by L3OOQ IC 



THE BLACK KNIGHT 335 



**i 



' On the verandah. . . . The further corner amongst 
the palms. Shall we go on to the lake again? " 

"If you like. . . • When it's cooler. I think we 
ought to wait till after five." 

"Very well," said Nancy and Michael went out of 
the room carrying with him a picture of his wife propped 
against the pillows her white wrapper falling back from 
her neck and arms, her face flushed with sleep and her 
eyes laughing at him happily. He would finish his letter 
and then he would gq into the village and buy her some 
strawberries he had seen there this morning. She had 
told him only yesterday that she would like to live on 
fruit 

Nancy got up when he had gone, dressed herself again 
and went down to the big open verandah that faced the 
lake and in damp weather made a playground for the 
children staying in the hotel and their attendants. But 
to-day none of them were there: not even the Russian 
family that began with schoolboys and ended with a baby 
in the arms of a wet nurse whose bright skirts and head- 
gear, bead necklaces and snowy linen had been admired 
by Nancy ever since she came. She sat down in the 
shade behind a group of palms and still rather heavy with 
sleep, leaned back and shut her eyes. The heat, the 
aspirin she had taken and the remains of a bad head- 
ache all helped to make her drowsy and she had been in 
that doze of the mind in which you briefly dream and 
wake again when she realized with a start that she was 
not dreaming and that two people on the other side of 
the palms were talking to each other. 

" By Jove, Kit, if I were to remark to you that the 
world is a small place — " a man's voice began excitedly.. 
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" I should implore you to buy, beg or hire a stock of 
fresh remarks," a girl's voice replied, a very young, very 
charming voice. 

The invisible man giggled and then said — 

'* But seriously — who do you think I'ye just seen walk- 
ing out of this hotel ? " 

"Mrs. Humphry Ward? Little Tich? Swam and 
Edgar arm in arm? Pallas Athene? I give it up, the 
possibilities are almost endless." 

" Michael Thorley," said the man voice impressively* 
" You remember, the chap I've often told you about who 
hauled me out when that bob-sleigh tipped over on 
'Sourdough's' place?" 

"Oh!— notreaUy?" 

"Yes, rather. I saw him walking into the village 
full steam ahead but couldn't catch him — no matter, he'll 
be back before long. I looked him up on the hotel regis- 
ter and see he's calling himself by his real name of 
* Winter' now and there's a wife attached. Look here, 
we'll get 'em to dine with us and so on, won't we, Kit? " 

" Rather! " said the voice of Kit " I should say so, 
I'm dying to meet that man." 

" Right-o, but remember he's Winter now and not 
Thorley and — ^by the way, I think I'd better tell you, Kit, 
he had some rotten bad luck later on and got shoved 
in prison for it. It was sheer bad luck, ' Sot<rdougfa ' * 
wrote me all the details. I'll tell you how it happened." 

He proceeded to do so and Nancy, crouching, horror- 
stricken on the other side of the pahns heard every word 
of it 
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Michael finished his letter and then went into the vil- 
lage to buy the strawberries for Nancy, It was so hot 
still that there were very few people about either in the 
hotel garden or outside, but village children used to the* 
stm and to the cobble stones with which the street was 
paved were playing and shouting in front of the shops 
and begged from him as he entered and as he came away. 
He threw them the small change he had just received and 
walked back to the hotel keeping, as far as he could, in 
the shade. To-morrow they would leave Gardone • . • 
if Nancy was well enough to pack to-night. She wanted 
to see Verona but that had better wait for the autumn 
when they came down from the heights and went to Italy. 
He hoped she would not be disappointed but he saw that 
she was easily affected by heat. He would persuade her 
not to run any risks. Wherever they went she would 
enjoy the beauty and the novelty of their happy pil- 
grimage together. She was so easily happy and there 
was so much to see. 
When he got back to the hotel he went by way of the 
• terrace to the verandah where he expected to find his 
wife among the palms. But she was not there. No one 
was there. The place had a deserted look and seeing 
how hot it was he wondered if she could be in a shady 
corner of the garden. He decided that he would go 
upstairs, however, before searching further for her out- 
of-doors. Perhaps her head was worse again. - If so he 
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would insist on a doctor. A little concerned, a little sur- 
prised, for Nancy always kept a tryst, he went upstairs 
and opened the door of the room. She was sitting op- 
posite the window in an easy chair and, though she must 
have heard him come in, she did not look round. 

" Nancy ! " he said. She did not answer. He went 
forward quickly and before he looked at her face kissed 
the back of her neck. She shivered as if she was cold 
but still she did not speak. 

"Nancy! are you ill?" he cried in alarm and looked 
more closely at her face. It was white and drawn : and 
her eyes which refused to meet his, stared out of the 
window with the unseeing stare that is the sign of in- 
ward misery. 

Michael hurriedly put down his strawberries. There 
was no telegram, no letter on the table or in Nancy's 
hands. As far as he knew she had seen no one since he 
left her less than an hour ago* The bed on which she 
had been resting was still in disarray. The tray with 
tea still stood beside it. The silence in the room became 
unnatural and oppressive. 

" What is it, Nancy? " he said and because she tried to 
hide her face from him with her hands he took them 
gently in his own and looked at her in anxiety. But as if 
his touch offended her and galvanized her into life again ^ 
she half rose and made some attempt to struggle from 
him. He released her at once and stood against the 
window looking down at her. 

" I know," she said. 

"What do you know?" 

"That you are . . . that you were . . • Micfaad 
Thorley^" 
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"Well . . . what of Michael Thorley?" he said 
with the chill of prenionition. 

" I was on the verandah waiting for you. A girl 
sat down close to me but she could not see me. A man 
came and told her he had just seen you . . . told her 
the whole story . . . how you stole from a bank . . , 
and went to prison for it." 

Nancy's voice broke and died away in horror. Michael 
had turned his back on her after the first shock of sur- 
prise. So the cat was out of the bag as it was bound 
to be sooner or later. His case had been well known in 
Canada. People traveled, met, talked. It was bound to 
come. He had known it all along. He had hoped for 
time to weld Nancy inseparably to him : and he had had 
a week. The only occasion when luck had played into 
his hands was when he was going wrong. However, it 
was no good moaning. The only thing that mattered 
now was Nancy. 

" Will you hear my explanation? " he said. 

" Is it true? Did you steal the money? " 

" No, I borrowed it, I paid back every penny." 

" But you were tried and convicted? " 

" Yes. The only person who suffered from the trans- 
action was myself." 

"You stole." 

"Who from?" 

" However you put it you stole." 

" How can I be a robber if Fve robbed nobody? *' 

" What are we living on? " 

" On money made in a legitimate deal in Wall Street^' 

"Will you give it back?" 

" By God, I won't," cried MichacL 
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" Then there is nothing more to be said/' 

Michael was facing her now and he saw that she had 
risen from her chair but still stood there uncertainly: 
poised, for flight but for the moment lingering. 

" Wait," he said, " I want you to listen to me." 

" I don't want to hear/' 

" But you shall." 

Nancy's color rose at his tone and she made a move- 
ment towards the door that he intercepted. He turned 
the key and put it in his pocket. 

** What is the use ? " cried Nancy. " You seem to have 
no moral sense whatever." 

" No, but I've got common sense and I want you to 
have some too." 

" We are living on the proceeds of your theft Noth- 
ing can alter that." 

Michael flushed angrily. His quick temper was rising. 

" No, you're right," he said. " Nothing can alter it.'* 

"But . . ."she began. 

" I'll have no ' buts ' till I've spoken," he commanded 
harshly. " I'll give you some facts to bite on. I was 
given a tip. I borrowed some money to act on it. I 
acted on it successfully and returned with every cent of 
the capital intact. If it had not been for a motor accident 
almost within sight of home I should never have been 
found out. I paid two years of my life for that acci- 
dent. Now the law has released me: released me com- 
pletely you understand. Now, just think about that." 

Nancy could only hear defiance in his tone and see 
those hard lines in his face that, as she had told him an 
hour ago, she had seen and feared a little, even on their 
wedding-day. 
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" You ought to have told me," she ventured. 

" I daresay . . . but I didn't. I believe in keeping 
my troubles to myself." 

" Nobody can. Things come to light." 

" As it happens they have. I should never have told 
you," 

" Then our whole life together would have been built 
on lies." 

Michael winced and bit his lips. 

" You'll have to get used to it," he said. 

His tone lit the flame of Nancy's temper too and she 
made a fresh movement towards the door, only to re- 
member as she reached it that she could not get out of 
the room until he allowed it. She made an imperious 
sign to him to let her go. He took no notice and that 
exasperated her. 

" I shall never gtt used to it," she exclaimed. " I 
want to tear off the clothes I am standing in when I 
remember how they were bought." 

" They were bought with two years of my life. I've 
told you that" 

" Two years in prison." 

"Oh I for God's sake stop that," thundered Michael. 
" I won't stand it. You've either got to sit down under 
It or do the other thing." 

" What do you mean by that? Do you want me to 
gor 

" I want you to do as you please . • . but I'll hear 
no more about it." 

Nancy did not move or speak. Her horror-stricken 
eyes watched Michael as he took the key from his pocket 
and put it in the lock again. He turned the key. He 
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opened the door. In another moment he would have left 
her . . . without a regret: left her alone. He could 
do that though he had made her his wife. He could tell 
her to go away : and as far as she could see be scarcely 
moved except by anger. Even his eyes had turned hard : 
so that she could think of no word to say to him. Be- 
sides, what was there more to say? The conditions he 
laid down were impossible. He had shown neither shame 
nor penitence but talked of his theft as of a bargain that 
he had made with his eyes open and meant to profit by. 
She could not spend her life with a thief: she could not 
live without Michael. What was she to do? ^ 

Michael, looking back at the frozen figure of his wife, 
saw nothing but an implacable woman mortally offended, 
ashamed of the tie binding them together, drawing her 
skirts from him with impetuous refusal. She had for- 
gotten everything that went before it seemed and he 
would not remind her. He would go. 

As the door shut behind him Nancy took a step for- 
ward, turned faint and dizzy and to save herself, fell 
across the bed. She lay there motionless for a time, 
listened to her husband's retreating footsteps, sat up 
when she could hear them no longer, too petrified in 
misery to cry, too bewildered to think clearly. Only one 
thought prevailed and called for action. She must go 
and go quickly. He must not find her there when he 
came back. He did not want her since she condemned 
what he had done. He had said so. 

For the next half-hour the practical details of her flight 
occupied the foreground of her mind : although the sick- 
ening ache that turned her dizzy at times impeded and 
confused her. She must have money for her journey to 
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England She must get to England, for only there could 
she find a haven where she could take breath and think. 
She had no money of her own except her uncle's one 
hundred franc note and the £io sent by the agents and 
probably not negotiable abroad. So that even to get 
away from Michael she must use some of the money that 
was parting them. It could not be helped. She would 
leave most of it behind. She would leave nearly every- 
thing else behind too: the pearls he had given her, the 
rings, the clothes: all bought with stolen money. As she 
left England a month or so ago so she would go back, 
in mourning possessing little. She could carry what she 
needed in a suitcase and pass out of the hotel unheeded : 
at any rate unhindered. The steamer would be here di- 
rectly on its way to Dessenzano. If Michael saw her 
would he stop her? or would he stand aside, commend- 
ing: and had she the strength to do it? She must have 
it since he refused all compromise and had actually told 
her to go. There was no alternative. Her early im- 
pression had been right. He was a hard man, hard in 
anger, set. on his way. He would never give in or call 
her back. The little flutter of fear inextricably, mysteri- 
ously mingled with her love of him assailed her and 
threatened her set purpose as she took a last glance round 
the room. Her eyes fell on the strawberries he had 
brought her. How kind he could be : and how unkind. 
The steamer approaching Gardone pier puffed and 
whistled. Nancy snatched up the suitcase she had packed 
and hurried out of the room. 
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Michael went striding through the village towards 
Salo. Give the money back, indeed ! And who to, pray? 
No, she hadn't been able to answer that. Women never 
could answer questions directly, they got hold of some 
infernal catch-phrase and yapped it at you till you either 
shot yourself or them. '.' Give the money back, give the 
money back, give the money back." 

It was absurd on the face of it The tip had been 
given him as a present in gratitude for saving a child's 
life; every red cent of the capital had been replaced and 
nobody had a shadow of a claim to the money. 

Oh, she'd see it alright — in time — Nancy was no fool, 
she'd see it. She was knocked off her balance for the 
moment and naturally enough. Pretty rough on a girl 
to find her husband of a week was an ex-convict! He 
should have told her before they were married of course; 
that would have been the straight thing. He had thought 
it over at the time and dared not do it. If he told her, 
he had said to himself, she would not marry him. Some 
words of the dying Cyrano de Bergerac had come to his 
mind at the time — " I have missed both the laurel and the 
rose — " Laurels or all hope of them Michael had put 
away but he had sworn then and there that he would nqt 
let the high moments of life go by him altogether, he 
would not miss his rose. 

Selfish ? Not entirely. He had had to get Nancy out 
of that gilded trap in Passy at once — the astute Anita 
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would have stuck at nothing to keep the Pachcco mil- 
h'ons in the family — and the only way he would ask or 
Nancy consent to come under his protection was as his 
wife. There had been no time for confessions, explana- 
tions or forgiveness. What was done was done, what use 
to rave against the unalterable part? And Nancy would 
not, he knew, she would be reasonable in time. She was 
unhinged for the moment as she had every right to be 
and he had behaved like a brute, bullying her and shout- 
ing like that. She, numb under the worst shock of her 
life, and he raging at her when he should have been down 
on his knees. 

He had an electric temper, he knew, Steve had told 
him so, Sutcliffe, Westridge, everybody — ^but to let it 
rage at a girl, his own wife. Oh, he was a low devil. 

He'd make it up to her when he got back. He would 
go back immediately. He turned about as he reached the 
straggling villas on the outskirts of Salo and stepped 
briskly home again, stopping only to buy a huge bunch 
of white roses he saw in a shop window in Gardone. 
He ran tip the hotel stairs laden with his blossoms and 
knocked softly on the bedroonr door. There was no 
answer. He turned the handle cautiously — she was 
asleep, perhaps. The room was empty. Nancy must be 
on the verandah. He turned to go again when his eyes 
lit on the dressing-table and paused. There was some- 
thing missing. Her two silver-backed brushes, which for 
the last week it had amused him to see lying beside his 
bluff ebony ones, were gone. He let the roses drop 
slowly on the table, his mouth yawning open. Then he 
pulled himself up with a jerk and dashing at the chest 
of drawers wrenched them open. All her dresses were 

Digitized by L3OOQ IC 



346 THE BLACK KNIGHT 

there, the lovely, colorful things he had bought her in 
Paris. How he had delighted in her delight in them. He 
halted rubbing his chin. Strange! His searching gaze 
considered the trunks, there they were, the two big ones 
and his gladstone, all complete. Stay, hadn't there been 
something else. The suitcase, of course, the little gim- 
crack suitcase Nancy had brought with her from Corn- 
wall when she came to Paris — where was that? He 
hunted the room from end to end but it was nowhere 
to be found. He opened the door again and went heav- 
ily downstairs, the porter, a majestic old Italian in an 
olive-green uniform, was standing at the hotel entrance 
humming " Santa Lucia " to himself and looking out 
across the lake towards Torri. After a moment's hesi- 
tation Michael went up to him and asked if he had seen 
his wife go out. 

The old man sprang to attention and his eyebrows 
arched ever so slightly. " Si, Signor," he said. " The 
Signora went away by the five o'clock steamer for Riva," 
he added, " she carried a traveling bag." Michael turned 
away. He could feel a hot tide of blood surging up to 
the roots of his hair, blinding him. She had gone, left 
him, left him without a word or a sign. After that week 
of paradise together, after all she had said, done, planned, 
just picked up her handbag and gone without even a 
note. 

" Alright," he said half-aloud. " Let her go and damn 
her ! " He was in a cold white fury now, he wanted to 
hurt something cruelly, make something suffer as he him- 
self was suffering. 

A hearty hand-smack smote him between the shoulders. 
He spun about face to face with Addison. 
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" Thorley, old scout, how are you? " said he, his boyish 
face beaming. " Oh, beg pardon, you're Winter once 
more, aren't you? These incognitos! tut tut! By the 
way, I, too, have doffed my nom de voyage, so we're 
square. * Adderly * they call me nowadays. Well, how 
rolls the world with you, old fellow ? Won't you shake 
a paw and express frenzied joy and surprise at seeing 
me?" 

Michael deliberately put his hand behind his back. 
So this was the tale-teller. Addison stared at him. 
" What on earth's the matter? " 

" I'll tell you quick enough," said Michael grimly. 
" Did you, on the verandah of this hotel, this afternoon, 
blab out to some girl or other the whole story of my 
affair with the Beaver bank? " 

Addison flushed. " Yes, I did. But look here. Winter, 
it was only to my wife, we're on our honeymoon, you 
know. I saw you going out of the hotel this afternoon 
and I was so excited I just rushed up and told her. She 
knows all about you pulling me out from under that stack 
of wood and has always been dying to thank you. As 
she was on the point of meeting you, I thought — well, 
I thought that in view of what happened afterwards it 
would be diplomatic to give her a hint in case she should 
ask any awkward questions — don't you understand? 
Look here. Winter, I had to tell her, tell her everything 
and she's a ripper and an awful sport, she doesn't care 
a rap, she said so. She's only grateful to you for saving 
me. She knows all about it, about you being devilish 
hard-pressed, and devilish unlucky and that the bank got 
iall its money back. Hang it all, Winter, she, I, 'Sour- 
dough,' all your friends understand how it occurred and 
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it doesn't make a bit of difference to us. Furthermore, 
I only told her and it won't go any further I swear. 
She's on your side and as mum as the grave." 

"As it happens it has gone further," said Michael 
drily. 

"Not through me?" 

"Yes, through you. You were so damned excited 
you didn't notice thai there was someone on the other 
side of the palms overhearing every word." 

" Anybody that matters? " 

"My wife." 

" My God I " Addison bit his lip. " But I say. Winter, 
didn't-^idn't she know ? " 

Michael shook his head. 

« She's— she's taking it hard? " 

" She's left me." 

Addison sucked in a deep breath. Michael turned on 
his heel to go. 

Addison put out a retaining hand. 

" Winter, Mike, old man — is there anything on God's 
earth I can do ? Is there " 

" No," said Michael, his fury flaring from him. " No, 
there isn't— except never come near me again. I tell you 
this, Addison, I wish to God I had left you to freeze 
under that wood-pile years ago." 

He brushed Addison's hand aside and marched out into 
the dusk. 

Next morning Michael took the boat to Dessenzano 
and from thence went on to Verona. He was there under 
twenty-four hours. He tried to interest himself in the 
Scaliger tombs, the Amphitheater and the church of San 
Zeno Maggiore, but in the end could hardly have dis- 
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tinguished t'other from which. In the evening he dined 
at the Vittorio Emanuele with a lone Englishman he had 
picked up in the hotel and went on to a cafe chantant 
afterwards. His companion was amiable biit boring to 
an extreme ; after eighteen years spent cotton broking in 
Manchester he was out to see what he called " a bit of 
life," the species of animation which he sought being 
understood to flourish more vividly on the Continent. 
He wearied Michael through dinner with pointless anec- 
dotes of Tommy this — Dick that (all of Manchester) 
and disgusted him by openly caressing the hand of a 
somewhat soiled Austrian lady over a little table in the 
cafe chantant. Michael turned westwards through 
Brescia to Milan next day for no other reason than that 
his cotton broking acquaintance was going east to Venice. 
The humming capital of Lombardy with its white marble 
cathedral; Piazza del Duomo and Palazzo di Brera, with 
its memoire of St. Augustine, Barbarossa, the Visconti 
and Leonardo da Vinci sufficed Michael just two days. 
He was foot-loose, could not rest, was uneasy in mind 
and body. He was lonely, hated sitting by himself at 
hotel tables with nothing but his bitter thoughts for 
company, yet if anybody spoke to him he hated them for 
the inanity of their conversation. He went on to Pavia, 
stayed there six hours and drifted on to Turin. 

At lunch in the Hotel de L'Europe he sat opposite an 
Australian woman who was towing a monosyllabic 
daughter down to Florence and singing lessons. The 
woman introduced herself and immediately started to tell 
him everthing she had eaten since leaving London a 
month previously, giving full details as to the cooking 
and service and her suspicions as to the cleanliness of 
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Continental . chefs. Michael could not slip a word in 
edgeways, the daughter did not attempt to. That evening 
at dinner the woman bore down on him again and carried 
on where she had left off, adding some reminiscences 
of chambermaids of all nations. Michael tore himself 
from her conversational toils before dessert and got his 
coffee in a restaurant in the Piazza Carignano. Was this 
to go on for ever? Was he to go drifting round from 
hotel to hotel for life in the stream of semi-outcast people 
that flows aimlessly through the French and Italian 
resorts? at the mercy of every devastating bore he might 
meet at table ? He half-shut his eyes and pictured Nancy 
sitting opposite him, as she had sat opposite him that 
afternoon at Colombin's and many afternoons since, eyes 
shining, smiling, flushed with pleasure at the strange 
sights about her, meeting him in every mood. They had 
been independent of the world then, the two of them. 
But that was all done with — ^she had left him. He must 
put her out of mind altogether and shape life afresh. 

He commenced to shape his life afresh by taking the 
Mont Cenis express for Paris next morning to escape 
that Adelaide female's chatter — or so he told him- 
self. 

After a few hours in Paris he wondered why he had 
come. Still, as well be there as anywhere, he supposed, 
he had no objective in view, no object in life, he would 
be bored to death less rapidly in Paris than in Turin, at 
all events. He wondered if Nancy was in Passy. That 
doddering old uncle was her only relation in the world. 
It was unlikely she would fly back to him after all that 
had happened, but, on the other hand, where else was 
she to go ? She had no friends, no money. No friends. 
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no money! what could she do? The uneasiness that had 
been in Michael's mind for some days grew into fright. 
No friends, no money, no knowledge of any sort of 
trade. 

He woke up in the dark night in his sumptuous bed in 
the Meurice and heard the rain slashing on the panes and 
remembered Steve listening to the blizzard years ago and 
saying, " My God, Jane Em'ly is out in that and I put 
her out! and I wouldn't get no more sleep, Mike, boy." 
Was he to get no more sleep because a fool of a girl had 
run away from him? Oh, absurd! he would go to sleep 
at once. He turned on his side and counted sheep jump- 
ing through a gap, counted one thousand and twenty- 
three and then paused to listen to the rain again, wonder- 
ing whether Nancy was out in that. He strolled about 
the Bois de Boulogne next morning and hanging round 
the big lake where he had once met Nancy and her uncle 
in hopes he might see the old man again and get some 
word out of him, but the invalid did not come. 

In the afternoon he went to a race-meeting at Auteuil, 
lost five hundred francs on an Irish horse which came in 
first but was disqualified for bumping and three hundred 
francs on an " infallible " jumper which fell at the sec- 
ond fence. In the paddock he met Udall. The slack- 
mouthed baronet was squiring a gorgeous green and gold 
mannequin from one of the famous dressmaking houses 
and looked very pleased with himself. He came up to 
Michael immediately, his hand out. 

" I say. Winter, I want to apologize for my share in 
that little fracas ches la belle Anita t'other night. Had 
no idea what was up really. That black and tan mongrel 
Pacheco came and babbled in my ear about some apache 
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murdering Anita so I trotted out more with the idea of 
seeing some genuine Grand Guignol stuff than of saving 
the lady. Hope you understand? " 

" Quite," said Michael and shook the hand. 

" By the way, I hear you married little Miss Villiers/' 
Udall went on. "Lucky chap. Charming girl. Con- 
gratters. She here this afternoon? " 

"No, not this afternoon — ^headache,'' Michael ex- 
plained. " Have you been to that Passy House lately, 
Udall?" 

"Last night," said the baronet, "and made a few 
francs by way of a change. Well„ ta-ta, old man, you 
and Mrs. Winter must dine with me some evening, if you 
will. Ring me up any time you're open." 

Michael was thoroughly satisfied with his afternoon. 
He had dropped eight hundred francs on a couple of 
horses that should by rights have made him a pot of 
money, but, on the other hand, he had ascertained that 
Nancy was not in Paris. 

Where was she then? In that Cornish place. Nan — 
something or other, he fancied. She had lived there most 
of her life and was fond of it. People always turned 
home when in trouble, like foxes to their earths. She'd 
be alright in Nan — what d'you call it — out of Anita's 
reach — no need to worry any more. He went to the 
Odeon that night and on to Maxim's to supper. Pelagie 
came in with a fat overdressed Brazilian. She saw 
Michael, smiled and drifted up to his table. 

" I thought you had left Paris," she said and gazed 
with open admiration at his height. " TiensI you are a 
well-grown sapling, aren't you ? Why is it that rich men 
are always fat? Look at this species of pig behind me," 
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she replied. " Rich ! stinking with it but for the rest — ** 
she shrugged her bare shoulders almost up to her ears 
in a gesture eloquent of disgust. " — Oh, my God! " 

She tapped a manicured finger on Michael's shirt front 
and smiled at him again. 

*' Come and see me sometime, yellow-head, when — *^ 
with a sideways roll of her eyes to indicate her obese gal- 
lant, " — ^when that is not about." 

Michael mumbled something to the effect that he would 
be delighted and sat down again as she moved away. 
Seen across the footlights or at ten yard range Pelagic 
was an enchanting spectacle. But when she came and, 
to all intents and purposes, leaned against your shirt 
front, you saw how the trick was done. She was mas- 
saged, dressed, coiffee and enameled until there was 
precious little real Pelagic visible. Michael grinned and 
wondered if she would be at all recognizable after a 
good hot bath with plenty of soap in it. He thought not 
Common little slut ! To imagine he would come slinking 
after her veneered charms — ^he who had loved Nancy I 
Pity she didn't ga back to Marseilles and dance before 
drunken sailors again, that was more her mark. Pelagic I 
Ugh! He left Paris for London next morning solely to^ 
escape the importunate attentions of the woman—or so 
he said. 

It was doleful weather. The packet drove out be- 
tween the long piers of Calais harbor into a choppy sea 
and a hissing storm of rain that came sweeping down the 
Straits with a northeasterly wind at its back. Michael, 
his mackintosh buttoned up to his ears sheltered under 
the overhang of the bridge and watched a trio of decfc- 
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hands stowing warps. Something in the appearance of 
one, apparentiy a petty-officer, struck him as vaguely 
familiar. 

He stirred himself and took a better look. It was 
Penney, sometime captain of his father's yacht the " Car- 
mencita." Penney, his once straight figure terribly 
bowed across the shoulders, his kindly weather-reddened 
face surly — ^hollowed. The change appalled Michael. 
He had been very fond of Penney and he thought Penney 
cared for him, irrespective of his being the son of " the 
owner." It had been Penney who had taught him to sail 
the dinghy and splice and box the compass. It had been 
Penney who had made a beautiful model of a ten-gun 
brig under full sail and sent it to be the most treasured 
of all Michael's presents one Qiristmas when he was a 
little chap. Penney, a master mariner, come down to be 
a deckhand on a channel steamer! What had happened? 
Michael climbed over the rail, slid down a stanchion, and 
clapped P^ney on the shoulder. " Penney.'* 

The old man wheeled about, blinked the rain out of his 
eyes, and stared. 

" My gosh, if it ain't Mister Michael I S'welp me, but 
how are you, sir?" 

" Fm alright, thank you, and how about yourself ? " 

The question was superfluous, he saw at a glance how 
Penney was, Penney was in a bad way. The oilskins he 
wore were far from waterproof, one sea-boot was coming 
adrift from its sole. Penney himself looked a hundred 
years old. 

"Oh, keeping along, sir, keeping along — Mr. Sache^ 
vrell has been most kind." 

" Mr. Sachevrell? " Michael queried. 
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" Yes sir. He got me this job— Fm bos'un here." He 
looked away, avoiding Michael's eye. 

" I lost all my savings in the Amalgamated you know, 
sir, six hundred pounds. When that went I lost my pluck 
— ^took to drink and lost my ship — lost every blooming 
thing one after t'other. Down on my uppers good and 
proper, sir — wife ill and all. Then Mr. Sachevrell got 
me this job, sir, had influence with the company. Been 
a real friend, Mr. Sachevrell." He looked up again, 
plucking nervously at his beard. 

" I suppose you've had a hard time too. Mister 
Michael? Mr. Sachevrell told me you'd emigrated to 
Canada without a blessed cent." 

Michael nodded. ** Yes, I've had some of the rdugh, 
too, however — " he hesitated, then. " Look here. I want 
to see you before I go ashore, see? Be at the gangway." 
Penney promised he would be there and Michael hurried 
away. The old man was standing on the quayside as 
Michael landed on the Dover pier. 

"Remember a model brig you carved for me one 
Christmas, Penney?" 

Penney scratched his gray head. " Oh, aye, to be sure 
I do, little toy ship." 

" Yes," said Michael, " a little toy ship— well, see if 
you can get yourself a big real one with this — ^good-by, 
Captain/' 

He thrust an envelope into the old man's hand and sped 
towards the waiting train. Crouched in the comer of a 
smoking carriage he had enormous pleasure in picturing 
the friend of his youth rip open the wrapper and gingerly 
extract a check for twelve hundred pounds. 

"By Jove, this Fairy Godmother business has its 
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points," said Michael to himself. All the way to London 
he was profoundly thoughtful. He slept at the Cecil that 
night, that is to say he got a bed there, but half the night 
he spent tossing from side to side of his couch, and half 
pacing the room in a dressing-gown, his pipe smoking 
furiously. 

Next morning after various telephonic inquiries he 
went to the offices of a firm of solicitors in Lincoln's Inn 
and spent the day there closeted with the senior partner. 
He returned there next morning to sign a few papers, 
jumped into a taxi and stopping at the Cecil to pick up 
his luggage, told the man to drive to Paddington. 

Halfway down Pall Mall he saw a familiar figure pac- 
ing airily westwards — it was Lord Adderly alias Freddy 
Hume— Addison, alias "The Chorus-girls' Friend," re- 
splendent in topper, spats, fawn waistcoat and a wasp- 
waisted morning coat. 

Michael chuckled as he thought of what " Sourdough " 
Simpson would say could he see his ex-choreboy. 

He stopped the cab, jumped out and ran towards the 
noble lord. 

" Freddy." 

"Mike, by golly!" 

" Freddy, I was mad the other day, forget all I said 
will you, old man." 

Addison spluttered joyfully. " My dear old chap, of 
course, of course— only natural, my dear fellow." 

" Freddy, do you know of a job for a willing young 
chap?" 

Addison let his eyeglass drop as his eyebrows soared. 
"Wha — ^what do you mean? Not lost your money, 
have you?" 
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"Yes," laughed Michael, "that is— well— well, I've 
given it away." 

" Given it away ? Whatchermean ? Who to ? "* 

" My father's creditors — it's only a drop in the ocean 
of course, but still it may help some poor devils a bit 
It was up to me, Freddy. That money was no good. 
My wife was right, whatever way you put it. It was 
tainted and tainted us. She's too good to taint — Freder- 
ick — ^you wait till you meet her. So now I'm broke again 
—or very nearly. Do you happen to know of a job 
yawning vacant for a young fellow? " 

Addison picked up his monocle and screwed it into his 
eye with great deliberation. " You blithering fool ! " he 
hissed. "You balmy, blighted, bald-faced, blithering, 
gorgeous old ass ! D'you know why I've plugged my eye 
up with this pane of glass ? It's to hide the tears, old son. 
Yes, by cripes, I do know of a job as it happens. Land 
agent to me — the present encumbrance is retiring. 
Seven hundred a year and five per cent on all net profits, 
is the stipend. House and horses found. Will you 
take it?" 

" Will I not," said Michael, " ask me? " 

" You're asked — ^and now when will you come? " 

"After my honeymoon," said Michael. "There's 
three weeks due to me still." 

" Get along with you then, Don Quixote," said Addi- 
son, " and don't hug Dona Quixote to death. Kit and I 
want to meet her. Good luck, old man! Good luck! 
Good luck!" 

Michael sprang into his cab and continued on his jour- 
ney to Paddington. 

" Got a place called Nan-something on your list? " he 
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inquired of the man in the booking office, "in Cornwall, 
down at the sharp end." 

" Nandarras? '* hazarded the clerk. 

" Right first time— how do I get there? " 

" Express to Porthlew and then motor." 

" Right-o," said Michael. " Give me a ticket and, I 
say, when's the first train? " 
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CHAPTER XVI 

Nancy got out of the motor that had brought her 
from Porthlew to Nandarras and began to walk slowly 
down from the village on the top of the cliff towards the 
cove. She had traveled without a break since she left 
Gardone and had not slept much. She felt weary in body 
and in spirit and now that she had reached the port for 
which she had made she wished she had lingered and 
rested first in one where no one knew her. She had 
formed no plan for the future. While she traveled she 
had hardly thought of herself at all or of those practical 
difficulties that would assail her amongst her former 
friends. She had thought of nothing but Michael and of 
the catastrophe that had shattered her marriage. She 
wanted him so badly that long before she reached Eng- 
land she would have gone back if she could have been 
sure of finding him and if she had had more money with 
her. But she had only taken what she guessed would be 
enough for the single journey and by the time she got to 
London it wa^ nearly spent. Besides, he had told her to 
go. When the ache of separation grew unbearable pride 
came to her help and stiffened her. Even if she had had 
money she could not have gone creeping back to him, 
subdued and fawning. She would never do that Per- 
haps he would come. If he did • • • 

Nancy sat down on the stone step of a stile and looked 
at the broad sands glowing and radiant beneath the set- 
ting sun and at the flaming sky. Beyond the sands the 
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sea danced in the golden light, flocks of sea-birds 
skimmed and cried above it, the red sails of some little 
fishing boats, hardly stirred in the slight breeze. The 
foam broke lazily against the reef of rocks on the western 
shore of the cove. The air was clear and sparkling salt 
with the sea, and full of music; for multitudes of larks 
lived and bred on these bare upland pastures and were 
at evensong when Nancy came home again. She sat and 
listened to them as she had listened a thousand times 
before : she watched the straggling groups of people on 
the sands, some camped out, a few having an evening 
swim after the heat of the day, some in the wet places, 
ducking for sand eels. Life was going on as usual here 
and she must join in it as best she could. Wearily she 
pulled herself together and continued her descent by the 
steep narrow footpath leading to the cove. When she got 
to the end of it she faced a little whitewashed cottage 
that had rough granite steps leading to the front door 
and on either side of them a patch of garden in which a 
few nasturtiums and a fuschia made some show in sum* 
mer. She turned round by it, looked up at the window 
where Mrs. Pengwynver sat and watched the world, saw 
that she was there and by way of the roughly-hewn 
granite blocks forming steps to the house went into the 
kitchen and shut the door behind her. The old woman 
put down her sewing, saw Nancy and gave a screech of 
pleasure and surprise. 

" Tiddent never 'ee," she cried. " Thought *ee was on 
your wedding journey, my dear." 

" I've come back . . . for a little while,'* said Nancy. 

Some quality of sadness in her voice, something 
forlorn and miserable in the droop of her tired ho&f 
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startled the old woman and revealed more than Nancy 
guessed. 

" Be 'ee come home alone then? " she asked. 

" Yes/* said Nancy and partly because she was dog- 
tired there was a little catch in her breath. She sank 
down upon the nearest chair and waited before she spoke 
again. If she had spoken at once she would have dis- 
solved in tears and she would not dissolve* She would 
not give herself away. She must present a firm front 
to this little world where everyone knew her and many 
regarded her with interest and affection. What a fool 
she had been to come back to it. Amongst strangers 
everything would have been easier. She was a fool. 

" Can I get a room anywhere ? " she said as soon as she 
could trust herself to speak. " I've only come for a few 
days.", 

" Are 'ee going back to your husband in a few days 
then or will he come here arter 'ee? '' said the old woman. 
" We should all dearly like to see 'im. A fine upstanding 
feller 'ee'U be, Til lay. You've always had your choice 
of them since you was a little maid of seventeen, as pert 
as a robin. Is 'e fair or dark? " 

" Fair," said Nancy. 

"Tall?" 

"Yes: very tall." 

" And 'e thinks the world of 'ee no doubt. It was a 
love match, I s'pose, for it was sudden. I was frightened 
when I got your letter signed with your new name. I 
wonder he let you come away from him as soon, I do 
that." 

As the old woman chattered she went on with her sew- 
ing: but her shrewd eyes noted the discomposure in 
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Nancy's manner and as she became assured of it she 
wandered off to other themes and talked of other people's 
affairs. 

"There's summut wrong," she said to Vilit later in 
the evening. " 'Tis not for us to pry and peer, seein' 
as we love the child, but there's summut wrong." 

But everyone in Nandarras was not so considerate as 
Mrs. Pengwynver and by the time Nancy had been there 
a week she had felt the full blast of surmise and sus- 
picion that is bound to volley round a girl who, having 
been a bride a week, appears without her husband, with- 
out the clothes a bride is expected to possess and without 
any plausible account of her odd behavior. She had run 
away. That was plain since she had brought nothing 
with her except what she stood up in. Besides, no letters 
came for her and no letters did she write. She was 
unhappy. That was plain too. As unlike her old self 
as could be. If she smiled at you she could not smile 
away the misery in her eyes or the marks of tears from 
her white face. Most of her time she spent mooning 
about the rocks by herself, sitting still for hours and 
staring out to sea. She was beginning to get a crazed 
look, she was, like that maid of Enoch Liegg's who 
drowned herself for love four years ago. About the hour 
when the postwoman came by she would sit at her win- 
dow and wait : wait and listen : her hands clasped tight, 
her body tense with expectation. Every day except 
Sunday she ;jvould sit there waiting and when no letter 
came you fcould see the light die out of her face as you 
see the glow die out of ashes leaving them dead and 
gray. 

" There be sorrows too deep to find their way to the 
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lips," said Mrs. Pengwynver, "They be the worst to 
bear, too." 

Nancy would not have stayed on at Nandarras if she 
had known where else to go and if she had not lived in 
the hope from day to day of being found there by 
Michael. He would surely guess that she had come here. 
He had told her to go and she had gone : but his anger 
could not be lasting and outweigh his love forever. 
Anger was like a storm, fierce while it raged but leaving 
peace behind. He would miss her and forgive her as 
she forgave him. When two people loved each other as 
they did, nothing could separate them : unless tiis hard- 
ness of nature did. Nancy's heart sank with a sickening 
ache as she meditated and realized that even if it hurt 
him her husband might whistle her to the winds. When 
day passed day bringing no sign of him she tried to turn 
her thoughts to the ibture in which he had no part : but, 
though the practical consequences of their separation 
would become a driving force before long, she had no 
heart yet to take any decision. He must know that she 
was without money and even without clothes. Perhaps 
he thought that necessity would reduce her to submission, 
perhaps that was why he waited. At times Nancy's pride 
was uppermost: her pride and her honesty, she would 
never move from the stand she had taken. At other 
times she thought she would go down to hell with him if 
he would only take her by the hand again. She was not 
always in the same mind but she always felt widowed and 
unhappy. He had so drawn her to him im their short 
week of wedded life that the night was long and the day 
dreary without him. Besides, she blamed herself bit- 
terly and wanted to make good. She had thought only 
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of his lapse and not of the rough road he had traveled or 
of what he had suffered in expiation. From the begin- 
ning he had been good to her and at the first difficult 
moment she had failed him : failed in sympathy, failed 
in understanding. No wonder he had been disappointed 
and angry. He had not failed her in her hour of need. 
He had saved her, loved her, given her himself and all 
he had. She ought to have known that though he had 
stolen he was not a thief. She trusted him now as she 
had trusted him before. If she could only see him again 
she would tell him so and leave the rest in his hands. 

As a rule she haunted the rocks to westwards of the 
cove because there she could make sure of being by her- 
self : but one day she ventured on the sands and as chance 
would have it stumbled across Mr. Pechey and the sister 
who had always been hostile to her. She could not avoid 
speaking to them. Miss Pechey was a plain, angular 
middle-aged woman with sandy hair and small sharp 
eyes. She had never suffered from the attentions of men 
and she had a poor opinion of women who attracted 
them. She considered that her brother had had a merci- 
ful escape and felt uneasy when she heard that Nancy 
had arrived in Nandarras without a husband. 

" So many stories are being told about you that we 
hardly know what to believe," she said after the usual 
amenities had been exhausted. '' I should really be glad, 
for your sake, to speak with authority. Are you mar- 
ried?*' 

" I am,'' said Nancy. 

" bur congratulations," said Mr. Pechey, who knew 
his sister and felt uncomfortable. There was tiever any 
knowing what she would say next and Nancy looked as 
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pretty as ever, but as if she had been crying her eyes 
but, poor girl. He wished he had hold of the man who 
had caused heir to cry. 

"Is it indiscreet to ask when and where you were 
married? '* pursued Miss Pechey. " I am not inquisitive 
but in the interest of truth . . .'* 

" I was married three weeks ago in Paris," said Nancy 
calmly. She was not in the least flurried or embarrassed. 
Miss Pechey evidently meant to be disagreeable and if 
Nancy could do it she should be put in her place. 

" In Paris? Is your husband a Frenchman then? " 

" No," said Nancy. " He is English." 

"But where is he?" 

" When I left him he was in a hotel on Lake Gardone." 

" But are you separated . . . ? " i 

"Evidently . . . since he is at Gardone and I am 
here.*' 

"But isn't that odd?" 

" I suppose it seems so." 

" Can you explain it? " 

" I think ril leave him to explain it when he comes," 
said Nancy. " He is a man who would enjoy being cate- 
chized about his personal affairs by a stranger." 

" You asked for it. You got it," said Mr. Pechey to 
his sister as Nancy turned disdainfully away and walked 
down to the edge of the sea. 

" I don't believe the minx is married at all," said Miss 
Pechey. "Anyone can see she is fretting. A man 
doesn't marry a girl and let her run about the world 
alone at the end of a week." 

She would have to move on, Nancy was thinking sadly 
to herself. She would have to find some corner where 
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her affairs were not known and where she could earn, 
her bread. If only she knew how to make a start. She 
had been here nearly a fortnight now and the serious- 
ness of her situation was beginning to occupy her 
thoughts. Her money would soon be spent and when 
it was gone she would have nowhere to lay her head, 
not that it mattered much. Nothing mattered except 
Michael and he did not come. 

She left the sands where people were likely to be who 
knew her, and made her way by the cliffs to a lonely place 
about a mile from the cove. She spent most of her days 
here now, secure from interruption, shut in with dreams. 
She had often described the haunt to Michael and told 
him about the sunny warmth and fragrance of it. You 
sat amongst the heather, in the shade of a great rock, 
you watched the breakers, the smoke of steamers on the 
horizon, the little sailboats off shore and the spread white 
wines of gulls poising and skimming against the depths 
of the sky. You listened to their cackle and you looked 
for the baby gulls, little gray balls of fluff squatting 
doggo on the great table of rock well out to sea. Nancy 
sat down and tried to think. The baby gulls were there 
to-day. Some of them had grown considerably in the 
fortnight since her return. Some were stretching their 
wings and trying to fly. What should she do next? She 
would not have money for food much longer and she 
was inconveniently short of clothes. The Pengwynvers 
and their like did not ask questions, did not hurry and 
offend her as Miss Pechey had done. But they must 
wonder and whisper to each other. If only her love for 
Michael had gone out like a little flame in a wind the 
problem before her would have been easier. She could 
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have faced the future with courage. But instead of 
going out in his absence it consumed her so that it seemed 
as if her whole soul waited for him silently. If she 
shut her eyes she heard his voice, if she fell asleep it 
was with thoughts of him. She had judged him and for- 
given him. Right or wrong she belonged to him if he 
would take her to him again. If he would not, life had 
lost its savour. She lay back against the shaded rock 
made drowsy by the heat of the afternoon. If he never 
saw her again she would have to bear it somehow. Such 
things happened to men and women and they lived on. 
How sleepy she felt. That was wild thyme close to her. 
She would lie down with her face close to it. All night 
she had turned and waked and fretted feverishly. Now 
the sun and the sea were a lullaby. It was easy to sleep 
and dream. 

So, Michael, searching for her, found her, asleep, her 
head on her hand, the tears she had not dried still on her 
cheeks. He sat down beside her silently and watched the 
lines of her face relaxed in sleep; pure and lovely lines 
interpreting her and making their appeal. He bent over 
and kissed her gently. She opened her eyes and saw him, 
roused herself, was in his arms before either of them 
spoke. 

" What have you done to yourself ? " he said at last. 
" You look like a little ghost . . . thin and white and 
hollow-eyed ..." 

"A fortnight is a long time, Michael," she said 
soberly, 

" I suppose it is." 

" To be alone . . . to be without you. How could 
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you leave me here and make no sign? Couldn't you have 
let me know that you were coming back? " 

" That's all very well," said Michael, " but you might 
have let me know . • . " 

" I had no address. You must have guessed that I 
should be here. Besides, . • ." 

"Well!" 

" You told me to go." 

He held her closely to him. 

" You forgive me then? " he said. 

" If you'U forgive me." 

" You make no conditions? " 

She shook her head. 

" I trust you," she breathed. 

" We are going to be poor." 
Startled she lifted her eyes but did not speak. 

" I've given the money I made to my father's credi- 
tors," he told her. " I stand where I stood five years 
ago. I'm going to work for my living ^nd for yours. 
Will that do, Nancy?" 

"But why have you done this?" she asked after a 
moment of intense surprise. 

" Because you told me to." 

She looked at him shrewdly. 

" A man like you doesn't do a thing like that because a 
woman tells him to," she said. " He daes it because it's 
right." 

Michael laughed lazily. After the stress and turmoil 
of the last fortnight it was pleasant to lie here on the 
heathet beside Nancy in the sun. 

" Anyhow, it's done," he said and he tol(^ her a little 
about the work that Addison had offered him. 
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" What has become of all my things? '* she asked sud- 
denly. 

" I've been traveling about with them. A great nuis- 
ance they were at the various customs. The douaniers 
looked at your frills and looked at me and I didn't know 
what to say. You'd better think of that next time you 
run away and take them with you." 

" I wonder if my pearl necklace is lost," she mused. 

Michael pulled it out of his pocket and clasped it round 
her neck as he had done in Paris on their wedding 
morning. 

" I'm glad that hasn't gone to the creditors/' she said. 
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ABOUT MRS. SIDGWICK, CROSBIE GARSTIN AND 
" THE BLACK KNIGHT " 

Having served with the English Anny in the Second 
and Third Battles of Ypres, Cambrai and St. Quentin, not 
to mention the Irish rebellion and several minor engage- 
ments, Crosbie Garstin*— before the War an author, ranch- 
man, ranger and miner — ^was assigned to the XI Army 
Corps Headquarters, B.E.F., for the purpose of demobiliz- 
ing the horses of His Majesty's army. When the last 
British horse had been returned to civilian life and Mr. 
Garstin had himself finally been demobilized, he went off 
to a tiny fishing village near Lands End, Cornwall, "to 
smoke my pipe,^lie in the heather, watch the ships go by 
and watch other people working for a change." 

A few years before, Mrs. Alfred Sidgwick — ^author of 
" A Splendid Cousin," " Cynthia's Way," " The Severins," 
"Salt of the Earth," etc. — ^and her husband had built a 
home not far off, near Penzanwin, Cornwall. Fortunately 
for the lovers of excellent adventure stories, Mrs. Sidgwick 
was spending the month of August at her cottage in the 
same tiny fishing village where Crosbie Garstin was smoking 
his pipe and enjoying the restful pleasure of watching 
other people work. 

The two met, and in the course of conversation one 
afternoon Mrs. Sidgwick asked the former soldier, author, 
ranchman, ranger and miner, why he had never introduced 
a female character into any of his stories. Mr. 'Garstin 
explained that as he had spent most of his life in cattle, 
mining, logging and cavalry camps he knew next to nothing 
about women. The next day Mrs. Sidgwick suggested that 
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they collaborate on an adventure story for which he was to 
supply the plot and the gentlemen and she would furnish 
the ladies. The suggestion was royally received and the 
two started work immediately upon " The Black Knight/* 

"After the story had been verbally thrashed out from 
every angle," writes Mr. Garstin to his publishers, " we 
removed to the neighboring and lovely valley of Tamoma, 
where Mrs. Sidgwick lives, and put it on paper. We 
worked in the closest collaboration outlining every chapter 
to each other before we started upon it and reading it out 
afterwards." 

The plot furnished by Mr^ Garstin is based upon his 
many experiences and adventures. The descriptions for the 
most part are of actual incidents witnessed by the author. 

When a yoimg boy, Crosbie Garstin deserted his home 
and put to sea on a fishing smack. He soon returned to his 
family and was sent to Elston School, Bedford, where he 
became captain of his football team and an all-round 
athlete. " I also distinguished myself," he says, " by being 
bottom of one class for four years, thereby creating a record 
which, I believe, has never since been eclipsed." 

When -he was seventeen he left his home once more and 
spent two years wandering about the Continent observing 
life and enjoying the spectacle immensely. Then one frosty 
evening he came cruising up the Long Island shore, took off 
his hat to "the Liberty Lady," and set foot upon Man- 
hattan Island. He tells us that he "underwent a course 
of cocktails at the Waldorf-Astoria and good yarns at the 
* Players ' and then meandered pleasantly through New 
England, experiencing American hospitality with the lid 
off." 

It was not long before he went West. He became a 
horse-wrangler on a ranch and eventually became " buster " 
to the outfit. Garstin is an Irishman and had a pony before 
he had a perambulator, so when it was necessary to do 
something he naturally turned towards open country. He 
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would gladly have continued riding rough 'uns but the 
tractor began to shove its bluff nose over the prairie rim 
and nobody wanted light unruly " broncs " when they could 
get heavy, sober draught-horses. The * " buster " then 
packed his grip and with his pardner took a train for 
British Columbia where the two went to work as lumber- 
jacks. This experience was followed by two arduous but 
cheery years mining and logging up the North Thompson, 
the Cariboo and the Coast. 

From there Garstin went to Africa as ranger to the Tati 
Concessions. Of this job he says, " It kept me continually 
on trek, round and round a three thousand square mile 
slice of Matabeleland bush, enforcing the game laws and 
keeping the niggers in their places.'* It was in Africa that 
Garstin wrote his first book, " The Sunshine Settlers." 

August, 1914, found him back on a ranch on the fringe 
of the Great Khalihari Desert. In September he sailed for 
home to enlist as a trooper in the ist King Edward's 
Horse. The boat he sailed on for England nearly ran, 
bows on, into the German cruiser Konigsberg, and the 
transport on which he sailed for France with the King 
Edward's Horse avoided a torpedo by six feet. 

Crosbie Garstin has been a regular contributor to Punch 
since 1915. Besides "The Sunshine Settlers" he has pub- 
lished several other books, "Vagabond Verses," "The 
Mudlarks," etc. 

" The Black Knight " is unquestionably one of the best 
adventure stories that Henry Holt and Company have pub- 
lished, and when one glances over the list of absorbing ad- 
venture stories published by the Holts one realizes that 
to say " The Black Knight " is among the best is to place 
it in the list of real literary achievements. Among the 
other excellent stories on the Holt list are : " Cape Currey," 
by Ren6 Juta, a* strange mystery story, set in Cape Colony, 
about a whimsical, curious Army doctor and his perplexing 
secret garden which nearly brings a beautiful and lovable 
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girl to disaster. " The Light Heart," by Maurice Hewlett, 
the latest, fascinating and vigorous tale of the days of the 
fearless Vikings by probably the greatest of the medieval 
romancers. " True Love," by Allan Monkhouse, Literary 
Editor of The Manchester Guardian, a poignant story of a. 
strong man's struggle between his love for his country and 
his love for a fascinating woman. 

Messrs. Henry Holt and Company will be delighted to 
send their latest catalogue of worthwhile books to those who 
write for it. A postcard request is all that is necessary. 
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